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King Edward the Fourth. 
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Richard, Duke of Glofter, after- {Brothers to the king, 
wards King Richard III. J 

A young fin of Clarence. 

Henry, Earl of Richmond, afterwards Kin* Henry VII. 

Cardinal Bourchier, Arcbbi/bofi of Canterbury . 

Thomas Rotheram, Arcbbijbop of 'York. John Mor- 
ton, BiJhopofEly. 

Duke ©/"Buckingham. 

Duke of Norfolk* Earl of Surrey, his fin. 

Earl Rivers, Brother to King Edward's S^ueen: 

Marquis of Dorset, and Lord Grey, her fins. 

Earl of Oxtov^d. f*ord # Hasti^g # s. # Lord Stanley. 
Lord Lo*v^l 4 • *. • .• •. # # / **• • •*• 

Sir ThomAS J V&twhan. V*rRjHfl**D Ratcliff. 

Sir William C # atrsby % . tf/r.jAjuES Tyrrel. 

Sir James Bloun^. J^WAaffr&R Herbert. 

Sir Robert Btin&imhl*if£ieu}enantoftbe Tower. 

Christopher JtoLlwXz%\ m Q'tltiefti Another Prieft. 

Lord Mayor tfVooBM.\ &**%:& Wilt (hire. 

Elizabeth, S(ueen of King Edward IV. 
Margaret, widow of King Henry VI. 
Ducbefs of York, mother to King Edward IV. Clarence, 

and Glofter. 
Lady Anne, widow of Edward Prince of Wales, fin to 

sung Henry VI.; afterwards married to the Duke of 

Glofter. 
A young daughter o/" Clarence. 

Lords, and other Attendants j two Gentlemen, a Purfuwant, 
Scrivener, Citizens, Murderers, Meffengers, Ghofts, Sol- 
diers, fife. 

SCENE, England. 



KING RICHARD III. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

London. A Street. 
Enter Gloster. 

Okfier. 

NOW it the winter of our difcontent 
Made glorious Cummer by this fun of York ; 
And all the clouds, that lowered upon our houfe, 
In the deep bofom of the ocean bury'd . 
Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths $ 
Our bruited arms hung up for monuments 5 
Our ftern alarums changM to merry meetings, 
Our dreadful marches to delightful meafures. 
Grim-vtfag'd war hath finootb'd his wrinkled front \ 
And now, — inftead of mounting barbed fteeds, 
To fright the ibuls of fearful adver&ries, — 
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, 
To the lafcivious pleaitng of a lute. 
But I,— that am not fliap'd for fportive tricks* 
Nor made to court an amorous looking-glafs ; 
J, that am rudely ftarap'd, and want love's majefty, 
To ftrut before a wanton ambling nymph $ 
I, that am custaU'4 of this fair proportion, 
Cheated of feature by duTcmbiing nature, 
Deform'd, uniUriuYd, fent before my time 

B Into 
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Into this breathing world, fcarce half made up, 
. And that fo lamely and unfalhionable, 
That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them j— 
Why I, in this weak piping time of peace, 
Have no delight to pais away the time ; 
Unlefs to fpy my fhadow in the fun, 
And defcant on mine own deformity : 
And therefore,— fince I cannot prove a lover, 
To entertain thefe fair well-fpoken days, — 
I am determined to prove a villain, 
And hate the idle pleafures of thefe days. 
Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous, 
By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams, 
To fet my brother Clarence, and the king, 
In deadly hate the one againft the other : 
And, if king Edward be as true and juft, 
As I am fubtle, falfe, and treacherous, 
This day mould Clarence clofely be mew'd up j 
About a prophecy, which fays — that G 
Of Edward's heirs the murderer (hall be. 
Dive, thoughts, down to my foul! here Clarence comes. 

Enter Clarence, guarded^ */k/Brakenbury. 

Brother, good day : What means this armed guard, 
That waits upon your grace ? 

Clar. His majefty, 

Tendering my performs fafety, hath appointed 
This conduct to convey me to the Tower. 

GIo. Upon what caufe ? 

Cla. ' Becaufe my name is— George, 

Glo . Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours 5 
He mould, for that, commit your godfathers ;—- — 
O, belike, his majefty hath fome intent, 

That 
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That you (hall be new chriftenM in the Tower, 
Bat what's the matter, Clarence ? may I know ? 

Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know j for, I proteft, 
As yet I do not : Bat, as I can learn, 
He hearkens after prophecies, and dreams 5 
And from the crofs-row plucks the letter G, 
And fays — a wizard told him, that by 6 
His iflue. disinherited Should be ; 

And, for my name of George begins with G, ~ 

It follows in his thought, that I am he : 
Thefe, as I learn, and fuch like toys as thefe, 
Have mov'd his highnefs to commit me now. 

Glo. Why, this it is, when men are rul'd by women :— 
'Tis not the king, that fends you to the Tower ; 
My lady Grey his wife, Clarence, His (he, 
That tempers him to this extremity. 
Was it not (he, and that good man of worfliip, 
Antony Woodeville, her brother there, 
That made him fend lord Haftings to the Tower ; 
From whence this prefent day he is delivered ? 
We are not fafe, Clarence, we are not fafe. 

Qlar. By heaven, I think, there is no man fecure, 
But the queen's kindred, and night-walking heralds 
That trudge betwixt the king and miftrefs Shore. 
Heard you not, what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Haftings was to her for his delivery ? 

Glo. Humbly complaining to her deity 
Got my lord chamberlain his liberty. 
Ill tell you what, — I think, it is our way, 
If we will keep in favour with the king, 
To be her men, and wear her livery ; 
The jealous o'er- worn widow, and herfelf, 
Since that our brother dubb'd them gentlewomen, 
Are mighty gofEps in this monarchy, 

B z Br ok. 
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Brak. I befeech your graces both to pardon me | 
His majetty hath ftrahiy given in charge, 
That no man (hall have private conference. 
Of what degree foever, with his brother. 

Glo. Even fo ? an pleafe your worihip, Brakentary, 
You may partake of any thing we fay : 
We fpeak no treafon, man j-Wc lay, the king 
Is wife, and virtuous 5 and his noble queen 
Well (truck in years ; fair, and not jealous :— 
We fay, that Shore's wife hath a pretty foot, 
A cherry lip, 

A bonny eye, a pafling pleafing tongue $ 
And the queen's kindred are made gentlefolks : 
How fay you, fir ? can you deny all this? 

Brak. With this, my lord, myfelf have nought to do. 

Glo. Naught to do with miftrefs Shore? I tell thee, 
fellow, 
He that doth naught with her excepting one, 
Were beft to do it fecretly, alone. 

Brak. What one, my lord ? 

Glo. Her huiband, knave : — Would'ft thou betray me ? 

Brak. I befeech your grace to pardon me} and withal, 
Forbear your conference with the noble duke. 

Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will 
obey. 

Gh. We are the queen's abje&s, and rauft obey. 
Brother, farewell : I will unto the king j 
And whatfoe'er you will employ me in,— 
Were it, to call king Edward's widow— filter,— 
I will perform it, to enfranchife you. 
Mean time, this deep difgrace in brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 

Clar. I know, it pleafeth neither of us well. 

Gh. Well, your imprifbnment (hall not be long ; 

I will 
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I mil deliver yon, or elfe lie for you i 
Mem time, have patience. 

Gar. I moil perforce j farewell. 

[Exeunt Clarence, Bkakenbury, a*/ Guard, 

Glo. Go, tread the path that thou (halt ne'er return, 
Simple, plain Clarence 1 — I do love thee fo> 
That I will (hortly fend thy foul to heaven, 
If heaven will take the prefent at our hands. 
But who conies here r the new-deliver'd Haftings ? 

Eater Hastings. 

Haft. Good time of day unto my gracious lord ! 

Glo. As much unto my good lord chamberlain I 
Well are you welcome to this open air. 
How hath your lordthip brook* d imprifonment ? 

Haft. With patience, noble lord, as prifoners muft ; 
But I (hall live, my lord, to give them thanks, 
That were the caufe of my imprifonment. 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt j and fo (hall Clarence too } 
For they, that were your enemies, are his, 
And have prevailed as much on him, as you. 

Haft. More pity, that the eagle (hould be mew'd, 
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 

Glo. What news abroad ? 

Haft, No news fo bad abroad, as this at home ;— 
The king is fickly, weak, and melancholy, 
And his phyficians fear him mightily. 

Glo. Now, by faint Paul, this news is bad indeed. 
O, he hath kept an evil diet long, 
And over-much confum'd his royal perfon , 
'Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 
What, is he in his bed ? 

Haft. He is. 

B 3 Glo* 
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Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you. 

[Exit Hasting s. 
He cannot live, I hope j and muft not die. 
Till George be pack'd with pofthorfe up to heaven* 
I'll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 
Wit;h lies well fteel'd with weighty arguments ; 
And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 
Clarence hath not another day to live: 
Which done, God take king Edward to hit mercy, 
And leave the world for me to buftle in ! 
For then I'll marry Warwick's youngeft daughter : 
What though I kiird her hufband, and her father f 
The read left way to make the wench amends, 
Is—- to become her hufband, and her father ; 
The which will I ; not all fo much for love, 
As for another fecret clofe intent, 
By marrying her, which I muft reach unto. 
But yet I run before my horfe to market i 
Clarence ftill breathes 5 Edward ftill lives, and reigns 5 
When they are gone, then muft I count my gains. [£*//. 



SCENE U. 
the fame. Another Street* 

Enter the eorffe of King Henry the Sixth, home in an 
9pen coffin, Gentlemen bearing halberd* , to guard it\ and 
Lady An he as mourner, 

Anne. Set down, fet down your honourable load,— 
If honour may be (hrouded in a hearfe,-~ 
Whilft I a while obfequiouily lament 
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancafterv— 
Poor key-cold figure of a holy king ! 

Pale 
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Pale aihes of the houfe of Lancafter ! 

Thou bloodlefs remnant of that royal blood ! 

Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghoft, 

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy daughter^ ion, 

Stabb'd by the felf-fame hand that made thefe wounds ! 

Lo, in thefe windows, that let forth thy life, 

I pour the helplefs balm of my poor eyes :— 

0, curfed be the hand, that made thefe holes t 

Curfed the heart, that had the heart to do it ! 

Curfed the blood, that let this blood from hence! 

More direful hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 

Than I can with to adders, fpiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venoin'd thing that lives I 

If ever he have child, abortive be it, 

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 

Whofe ugly and unnatural afptft 

May fright the hopeful mother at the view \ 

And that be heir to his unhappinefs 1 

If ever he have wife, let her be made 

More miferable by the death of him, 

Than I am made by my young lord, and thee!— 

Come, now, toward Chertfey with your holy load, 

7 aken from Paul's to be interred there $ 

And, ftill as you are weary of the weight, 

Reft you, whiles I lament king Henry's corfe. 

[The bearers take up the corpft, and advance* 

Enter GiosTER. 

Glo. Stay you, that bear the corfe, and fet it down. 
Anne. What black magician conjures up this fiend, 
To (top devoted charitable deeds ? 

B 4 Glo. 
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Go. Villainy fet down the code ; or, by faint Paul, 
1*11 make a cor fc of htm that difobeys. 

i Gtnt. My lord, ftand back, and let the coffin paft. 

Glo. Unmanner'd dog I ftand thou when I command t 
Advance thy halberd higher than my breaft, 
Or, by faint Paul, 1*11 ftrike thee to my foot, 
And fpurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldnefs* 

[The bearers fit demon the coffin. 

fane. What, do you tremble? are you all afraid ? 
Alas, I blame you not ; for yon are mortal, 
And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil.— 
Avaunt, thou dreadful minifter of hell! 
Thou had'ft but power over his mortal body, 
His foul thou canft not have ; therefore, be gone. 

Glo. Sweet faint, for charity, be not fo curft. 

Anne. Foul devil, for God's fake, hence, and trouble 
us not ; 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell, 
Fill'd it with curfing cries, and deep exclaims. 
If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries :— 
O, gentlemen, fee, fee ! dead Henry's wounds 
Open their congeaTd mouths, and bleed afrefli !— 
Blufh, bhifh, thou lump of foul deformity ; 
For 'tis thy prefence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells ; 
Thy deed, inhuman, and unnatural, 

Provokes this deluge moft unnatural, 

O God, which this blood mad'ft, revenge his death ! 
O earth, which this blood drink'ft, revenge his death ! 
Either, heaven, with lightning ftrike the murderer dead, 
Or, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick $ 
As thou doft fwallow up this good king's blood, 
Which his heil-govern'd arm hath butchered I 

6 Clo, 
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Glo. Lady, you know no roles of charity* 
Which render* good for bad, bleJfings fox curies. 

Amu. Villain* thou know'ft no law of God nor man} 
No beaft fo fierce, but knows forae touch of pity. 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beaft. 

Amu. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth ! 

Glo, More wonderful, when angels are fo angry.-— 
Vouchfafe, divine perfection of a woman, 
Of tbefe fuppofed evils, to give me leave* . # 

By circumftance, but to acquit myfelf. 

Anne. Vouchfafe, diffused infection of a man* 
For tbefe known evils, but to give me leave* 
By circumftance, to curie thy curfed felf. 

Glo, Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have 
Some patient leifure to excufe myfelf. 

Amu. Fouler than heart can think thee, thou canft 
- make 
No excufe current* but to hang thyfelf. 

Gto. By men defpair, I would accufe myfelf. 

Amu. And, by defpairing* malt thou ftand excus'd , 
For doing worthy vengeance on thyfelf* 
That didft unworthy daughter upon others. 

Glo. Say, thai I flew them not ? 

Amu. Why then, they are not dead t 

But dead they are, and, deviliftt flave, by thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your hufband. 

Amu. Why, then he is alive. 

Gk. Nay* he is dead j and flain by Edward's hand. 

Amu. I n thy foul's throat thou Heft \ queen Margaret 
&w 
Thy murderous iaulchion fmoking in his blood % 
The which thou once didft bend againft her breaft* 
But that thy brothers beat afide the point. 

Gk. 
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C/(7. I was provoked by her (land'rous tongue, 
That laid their guilt upon my guiltlefs moulders. 

Anne* Thou waft provoked by thy bloody mind, 
That never dreamt on aught but butcheries : 
Didft thou not kill this king ? 

Glo. I grant ye. 

Anne. Dofl grant me, hedge-hog > then, God grant me 
too, 
Thou may'ft be damned for that wicked deed \ 
O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous. 

Glo. The fitter for the King of heaven that hath him. 

Anne. He is in heaven, where thou (halt never come. 

Glo. Let him thank me, that holp to fend him thither $ 
For he was fitter for that place, than earth. 

Anne. And thou unfit for any place, but hell. 

Glo. Yes, one place elfe, if you will hear me name it. 

Anne. Some dungeon. 

Glo. Your bedchamber. 

Anne. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lieft ! 

Glo. So will it, madam, "till i lie with you. 

Anne. I hope fo. 

Glo. I know fo. — But, gentle lady Anne,— 

To leave this keen encounter of our wits, 
And fall fomewhat into a flower method : — 
Is not the caufer of the timelefs deaths 
Of thefe Plantagenets, Henry, and Edward, 
As blameful as the executioner ? 

Anne. Thou waft the caufe, and moft accurs'd effect. 

Glo. Your beauty was the caufe of that effect $ 
Your beauty, which did haunt me in my deep, 
To undertake the death of all the world, 
So I might live one hour in your fweet bofom. 

Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
Thefe nails (hould rend that beauty from my cheeks. 

Glo. 
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Glo. Thefe eyes could not endure that beauty's wreck 3 
You (hould not blemifh it, if I flood by: 
As all the world is cheered by the fun, 
So I by that 5 it is my day, my life. 

Anne. Black night o'erfhade thy day, and death thy life ! 

Glo. Curfe not thyfelf, fair creature 5 thou art both. 

Anne. I would I were, to be reveng'd on thee. 

Glo. It is a quarrel moft unnatural, 
To be reveng'd on him that loveth thee. 

Anne. It is a quarrel juft and reafonable, 
To be revengM on him that kill'd my hufband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy hufband, 
Did it to help thee to a better hufband. 

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the earth. 

Glo. He lives, that loves you better than he could. 

Anne. Name him. 

Glo. Plantagenet* 

Anne. Why, that was he. 

Glo. The felf-fame name, but one of better nature. 

Anne. Where is he ? 

Glo. Here: [She Jpits at bim.] Why doflfc 

thou fpit at me ? 

Anne. 'Would it were mortal poifon, for thy lake ! 

Glo. Never came poifon from Co fweet a place. 

Anne. Never hung poifon on a fouler toad. 
Out of my fight ! thou doit infect mine eyes. 

Glo. Thine eyes, fweet lady, have infefted mine. 

Anne. 'Would they were bafilifks, to ftrike thee dead! 

Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once ; 
For now they kill me with a living death. 
Thofe eyes of thine from mine have drawn fait tears, 
Sham'd their afpe&s with ftore of childifli drops : 
Thefe eyes, which never fhed remorfeful tear,-— 
Not, when my father York and Edward wept, 

To 
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To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made, 

When black-fac'd Clifford fhook his fword at him s 

Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 

Told the fad ftory of my father's death j 

And twenty times made paufe, to fob, and weep. 

That all the ftanders-by had wet their cheeks, 

Like trees bedauYd with rain : in that fad time, 

My manly eyes did fcorn an bumble tear j 

And what thefe forrows could not thence exhale, 

T^y beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping. 

I never fu'd to friend, nor enemy * 

My tongue couid never learn fweet Toothing word; 

But now thy beauty is propos'd my fee, 

My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongue to fpeak. 

[She looks f cor nfuUy at him. 
Teach not thy lip fuch fcorn ; for it was made 
For kitting, lady, not for fuch contempt. 
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 
Lo ! here I lend thee this (harp-pointed fword * 
Which if thou pleafe to hide in this true breaft, 
And let the foul forth that adoreth thee, 
I lay it naked to the deadly ftroke, 
And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 

[He lays his breafi open; Jbe offers at it with hisfvmd* 
Kay, do not paufe; for I did kill king Henry |~- 
But 'twas thy beauty that provoked me. 
Nay, now defpatch ; 'twas I that ftabb'd young Edward j— 
[She again offers at bis breaft. 
But 'twas thy heavenly face that fet me on. 

[She lets fall the fword. 
Take up the fword again, or take up me. 

Anne. Arife, diuembler $ though I wife thy death, 
I will not be thy executioner* 
' Gle. Thep bid me kill myfelf, and I will do it. 

Anne. 



AH U KING IXCItAJtD XII. 19 

Amu. I have already. 

Glo. That was in thy rage s 

Speak it again, and, even with the word, 
Tan hand, which, for thy love, did kill thy love, 
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love} 
To both their deaths (halt thou be acceuary. 

Amu. I would, I knew thy heart. 

Gh. . 'Tisfigur'dia 

My tongue. 

Annex I fear me, both are falfe. 

G&. Then man 

Was never true. 

Amu, Well, well, put up your fword. 

Gio. Say then, my peace is made. 

Amu. That (hall you know 

Hereafter. 

Glo. But (hall I live in hope ? 

Amu. All men, 

I hope, live fb. 

Glo. Vouchiare to wear this ring. 

Anne. To take, is not to give. [She puts on the rug. 

Glo. Look, how this ring encorapafleth thy finger, 
Even fb thy breaft enclofeth my poor heart ; 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine* 
And if tby poor devoted fervant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 
Thou doft confirm his happinefs for ever. 

Anne. What is it? 

Glo. That it may pleafe you leave thefe fad defigns 
To him that hath more caufe to be a mourner, 
And prefently repair to Crofby-place : 
Where— after I have folemnly interr'd, 
At Chertfey monaft'ry, this noble king, 
And wet his grave with my repentant tears,—* 

i will 
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I will with all expedient duty fee you : 
For divers unknown reafons, I beieech you, 
Grant me this boon. 

Anne* With all my heart ; and much it joys me too. 
To fee you are become fo penitent.— 
Treflel, and Berkley, go along with me. 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

Anne* *Tis more than you deferve : 

But, fince you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine I have faid farewell already. 

[Exeunt Lady Anne, Treflel, and Berkley. 

Glo. Take up the corfe, firs. 

Gen. Towards Chertfey, noble lord ? 

Glo. No, to White-Fryars ; there attend my coming. 

[Exeunt the reft > with the corfe. 
Was ever woman in this humour woo'd ? 
Was ever woman in this humour won ? 
I'll have her, — but I will not keep her long. 
What 1 I, that kill'd her hufband, and his father, 
To take her in her heart's extremeft hate 3 
With curfes in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 
The bleeding witnefs of her hatred by j 
With God, her confcience, and thefe bars againft me, 
And I no friends to back my fuit withal, 
But the plain devil, and diflembling looks, 
And yet to win her, — all the world to nothing ! 
Ha! 

Hath Ihe forgot already that brave prince, 
Edward, her lord, whom I, fome three months fince, 
Stabb'd in my angry mood at Tewkfbury ? 
A fweeter and a lovelier gentleman,-^ 
Fram'd in the prodigality of nature, 
Young, valiant, wife, and, no doubt, right royal,— 
The fpacious world cannot again afford: 

And 
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And will (he yet abate her eyes on roe, 

That cropped the golden prime of this fweet prince. 

And made her widow to a woful bed ? 

On me, whofe all not equals Edward's moiety ? 

On me, that halt, and am mifhapen thus r 

My dukedom to a beggarly denier, 

I do miftake my perfon all this while : 

Upon my life, (he finds, although I cannot, 

Myfelf to be a marvellous proper man. 

Fll be at charges for a looking- ghfs j 

And entertain a fcore or two of tailors, 

To ftudy faftiions to adorn my body : 

Since I am crept in favour with myfelf, 

I will maintain it with fome little coft. 

But, firft, I'll turn yon* fellow in his grave j 

And then return lamenting to my love.— 

Shine out, fair fun, 'till I have bought a glafs, 

That I may fee my (hadow as I pafs. [Exit. 



SCENE III. 

The fame. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, Lord Rivers, and Lord Guy. 

Rfo. Have patience, madam j there's no doubt, his 
majefty 
Will foon recover his accuftonf d health. 

Grey. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worfe t 
Therefore, for God's fake, entertain good comfort, 
And cheer his grace with quick and merry words. 

Q. Elm. If he were dead, what would betide of me ? 

Grey. No other harm, but lofs of fuch a lord. 

^ E/iz. The lofs of fuch a lord includes all harms. 

3 Gry. 
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Grey. The heavens have blefs'd you with a goodly fon, 
To be your comforter, when he is gone. 

S(.EIi%. Ah, he is young; and his minority 
Is put unto the truft of Richard Glofter, 
A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 

Ri<v. Is it concluded, he (hall be protector ? 

£(. EBz. It is determined, not concluded yet : 
But fo it muft be, if the king mifcarry. 

Enter Buckingham and Stanley. 

Grey. Here come the lords of Buckingham and Stanley. 

Buck. Good time of day unto your royal grace ! 

Stan. God make your majefty joyful as you have been ! 

S(.Eli%. The countefs Richmond, good my- lord of 
Stanley, 
To your good prayer will fcarcely fey— amen. 
Yet, Stanley, notwithstanding fhe's your wife, 
And loves not me, be you, good lord, ailur'd, 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

Stan. I do befeech you, either not believe 
The envious (landers of her falfe accufers ; 
Or, if me be accused on true report, 
Bear with her weaknefs, which, I think, proceeds 
From wayward ficknefs, and no grounded malice. 

%. Eliz* Saw you the king to-day, my lord of Stanley ? 

Stan. But now, the duke of Buckingham, and I, 
Are come from vifiting his majefty. 

S^ EBz. What likelihood of his amendment, lords ? 

Buck. Madam, good hope ; his grace fpeaks cheerfully. 

Q. Eliz. God grant him health ! Did you confer with 
him? 

Buck. Ay, madam : he deu>es to make atonement 
Between the duke of Glofter and your brothers, 

And 
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And between them and my lord chamberlain ; 
And fent to warn them to his royal pretence. 
^. Eliz. • Would all were well !— But that will never 
be; — 
I fear, our happinefs is at the height. 

Enter Gloster, Hastings, and Dorset. 

Glo . They do me wrong, and I will not endure it : — 
Who are they, that complain unto the king, 
That I, forfooth, am item, and love them not ? 
By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly, 
That fill his ears with fuch diflentious rumours. 
Becaufe I cannot flatter, and fpeak fair, 
Smile in men's faces, fmooth, deceive, and cog, 
Duck with French nods and apifli courtefy, 
I muft be held a rancorous enemy. 
Cannot a plain man live, and think no harm, 
But thus his fimple truth muft be abus'd 
By filken, fly, inflnuating Jacks ? 

Grey. To whom in all this prefence fpeaks your grace ? 

Glo. To thee, that haft nor honefty, nor grace. 
When have I injur'd thee ? when done thee wrong ?— 
Or thee ? — or thee ? — or any of your faclion ? 
A plague upon you all ! His royal grace, — 
Whom God preferve better than you would wifh !-*- 
Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing- while, 
But you muft trouble him with lewd complaints. 

%. Eliz. Brother of Glofter, you miftake the matter : 
The king, of his own royal difpofition, 
And hot provok'd by any Alitor elfe ; 
Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred, 
That in your outward action (hows itfelf, 
Againft my children, brothers, and myfelf, 

C Makes 
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.Makes him to fend ; that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill-will, and fo remove it. 

Glo. I cannot tell 5 — The world is grown fo bad, 
That wrens may prey where eagles dare not perch : 
Since every Jack became a gentleman, 
There's many a gentle perfon made a Jack. 

£(. Eliz. Come, come, we know your meaning, brother 
Glofterj 
You envy my advancement, and my friends j 
God grant, we never may have need of you ! 

Glo. Meantime, God grants that we have need of you : 
Our brother is imprifon'd by your means, 
Myfelf difgracM, and the nobility 
Held in contempt 5 while great promotions 
Are daily given, to enoble thofe 
That fcarce, fbme two days fince, were worth a noble. 

^. Eliz. By Him, that rais'd me to this careful height 
From that contented hap which I enjoy 'd, 
I never did incehfe his majefty 
Againft the duke of Clarence, but have been 
An earned advocate to plead for him. 
My lord, you do me lhameful injury, 
Falfely to draw me in thefe vile fufpefrs. 

Glo. You may deny that you were not the caufe 
Of my lord Hastings' late imprifonment. 

Riv. She may, my lord 5 for-— J 

Glo. She may, lord Rivers ? — why, who knows not fo ? | 
She may do more, fir, than denying that : 
She may help you to many fair preferments ; 
And then deny her aiding hand therein, 
And lay thofe honours on your high defcrt. 
What may (he not ? She may,— ay, marry, may ihe, — 

Ri<v. What, marry, may ihe ? 

Glo, What, marry, may fhe ? marry with a king, 

7 A bachelor, 
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A bachelor, a handfome tripling too : 
J wis, your grandam had a worfer match. 

^. J?//*. My lord of Glofter, I have too long borne 
Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter feoffs : 
By heaven, I will acquaint his majefty, 
Of thofe grofs taunts I often have endur'd. 
I had rather be a country fervant-maid, 
Than a great queen, with this condition — 
To be fo baited, fcorn'd, and formed at : 
Small joy have I in being England's queen. 

Enter Queen Margaret, behind. 

%. Mar. And leflen'd be that foiall, God, I befeech 
thee! 
Thy honour, Hate, and feat, is due to me. 

Glo. What ! threat you me with telling of the king > 
Tell him, and fpare not ; look, what I have fajd 
I will avouch in prefence of the king : 
I dare adventure to be fent to the Tower. 
'Tis time to fpeak, my pains are quite forgot. 

S^ Mar. Out, devil ! I remember them too well i 
Thou kiirdft my hufband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edward, my poor fon, at Tewkflbury. 

Glo. Ere you were queen, ay, or your fculband king, 
I was a pack-horfe in his great affairs 5 
A weeder-out of his proud adversaries, 
A liberal rewarder of his friends; 
To royalize his blood, I fpilt mine own. 

££. Mar. Ay, and much better blood than his, or thine. 

Gk. In all which time, you, and your hufband Grey, 
Were factious for the houfe of Lancafter 5 — 
And, Rivers, fo were you : — Was not your hufband 
In Margarets battle at faint Albans (lain ? 

C a Let 
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Let roe put in your minds, if you forget, 

What you have been ere now, and what you are ; 

Withal, what I have been, and what I am. 

S^. Mar. A murdYous villain, and fo ftill thou art. 

Glo. Poor Clarence did forfake his father Warwick, 
Ay, and forfwore hirafelf, — Which Jefu pardon!— 

^. Mar. Which God revenge I 

Glo. To fight on Edward's party, for the crown ; 
And, for his meed, poor lord, he is mew'd up : 
I would to God, my heart were flint, like Edward's, 
Or Edward's foft and pitiful, like mine ; 
I am too childifh-foolifh for this world. 

^. Mar. Hie thee to hell for (hame, and leave this world, 
Thou cacodaemon ! there thy kingdom is. 

Riv. My lord of Glofter, in thofe bufy days, 
Which here you urge, to prove us enemies, 
We follow'd then our lord, our lawful king; 
So mould we you, if you mould be our king. 

Glo. If I mould be ? — I had rather be a pedlar : 
Far be it from ray heart, the thought thereof ! 

^. EKx. As little joy, my lord, as you fuppofe 
You mould enjoy, were you this country's king 5 
As little joy you may fuppofe in me, 
That I enjoy, being the queen thereof. 

3(. Mar. A little joy enjoys the queen thereof 5 
For I am (he, and altogether joylefs. 
I can no longer hold me patient.— [Advancing. 

Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out 
In fharing that which you have pill'd from me : 
Which of you trembles not, that looks on me ? 
If not, that, I being queen, you bow like fubjefts ; 
Yet that, by you depos'd, you quake like rebels ? — 
Ah, gentle villain, do not turn away ! 

Gh. 



ja I. KING RICHARD III; 21 

Gh. Foul wrinkled witch, what mak'ft thou in my fight ? 

Sts Mar. But repetition of what thou haft marr'd s 
That will I make, before I let thee go. 

Glo. Wert thou not banifhed, on pain of death ? 

S^. Mar. I was 5 but I do find more pain in banifhment, 
Than death can yield me here by my abode. 
A hufband, and a fon, thou ow'ft to me, — 
And thou, a kingdom $ — all of you, allegiance ; 
This forrow that I have, by right is yours j 
And all the pleafures you ufurp, are mine. 

Glo. The curie my noble father laid on thee,— 
When thou didft crown his warlike brows with paper, 
And with thy fcorns drew'ft rivers from his eyes ; 
And then, to dry them, gav'ft the duke a clout, 
Steep'd in the faultlefs blood of pretty Rutland 5 — 
His curfes, then from bitternefs of foul 
Denounced againft thee, are all fallen upon thee ; 
And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed. 

2^ Eliz. So juft is God, to right the innocent. 

Haft. O, 'twas the fouleft deed, to flay that babe, 
And the mod mercilefs, that e'er was heard of. 

Ri*v. Tyrants themfelves wept when it was reported* 

Dorf. No man but prophecy *d revenge for it. 

Buck. Northumberland, then prefent, wept to fee it. 

^. Mar. What ! were you fnarling all, before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 
And turn you all your hatred now on me ? 
Did York's dread curfe prevail fo much with heaven, 
That Henry's death, my lovely Edward's death, 
Their kingdom's lofs, my woful banifhment, 
Could all but anfwer for that peevifh brat ? 
Can curfes pierce the clouds, and enter heaven ?— 
Why, then give way, dull clouds, to my quick curfes !-•**-• 
Though not by war, by furfeit die your king, 

C 3 Aa 
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As ours by murder, to make him » king ! 

Edward, thy fon, that now is prince of Wata, 

For Edward my fon, that was prince of Waks, 

Die in his youth, by like untimely violence \ 

Thyfelf a queen, for me that was a queen, 

Out-live thy glory, like my wretched feif ! 

Long may'ft thou live to wail thy children's lofs \ 

And fee another, as I fee thee now, 

Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art ftalPd in mine ! 

Long die thy happy days before thy death ; 

And, after many lengthened hours of grief, 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England's queen !— • 

Rivers, — and Dorfet,— you were ftanders by,— 

And fo waft thou, lord Haftings,— when my fon 

Was ftabb'd with bloody daggers j God, I pray him, 

That none of you may live your natural age, 

But by fome unlocked accident cut off! 
Glo. Have done thy charm, thou hateful withered hag, 
£(. Mar, And leave out thee ? ftay, dog, for thou malt 
hear me. 

If heaven have any grievous plague in (lore, 

Exceeding thofe that I can wi(h upon thee, 

O, let them keep it, till thy fins be ripe, 

And then hurl down their indignation 

On thee, the troubler of the poor world's peace ! 

The worm of confcience frill be-gnaw thy foul ! 

Thy friends fufpeft for traitors while thou liv'ft, 

And take deep traitors for thy deareft friends 1 

No fleep clofe up that deadly eye of thine, 

Unlefs it be while fome tormenting dream 

Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils ! 

Thou elviih-mark'd, abortive, rooting hog ! 

ThoU that waft feaPd in thy nativity 

The (lave of nature, and the fon of hell ! 

Thou 
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Thou (lander of thy mother's heavy womb ! 
Thou loathed iflue of thy father's loins ! 
Thou rag of honour I thou detefted— 
Glo. Margaret. 
Q.Mar. Richard! 

Glo. Ha? 

^ Mar. I call thee not. 

Glo. I cry thee mercy then ; for I did think, 
That thou hud'ft call'd me all thefe bitter names. 

^ Mar. Why, fo I did ; but look'd for no reply. 
O, let me make the period to my curfe. 

Glo. *Tis done by me; and ends in— Margaret. 

^. Eliz. Thus have you breath'd your curfe againft 

yourfelf. 
^. Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flourifli of my for- 
tune! 
Why ltrew'ft thou fugar on that bottled fpider, 
Whofe deadly web enfnareth thee about ? 
Fool, fool \ thou whet'lt a knife to kill thy/elf. 
The day will come, that thou (halt wi(h for me 
To help thee curfe this pois'nous bunch-back'd toad. 
Haft. Falfe -boding woman, end thy frantick curfe \ 
Left, to thy harm, thou move our patience. 
^. Mar. Foul (hame upon you ! you have all mov'd 

mine. 
Ri<v, Were you well ferv'd, you would be taught your 

duty. 
S^ Mar. To ferve me well, you all mould do me duty, 
Teach me to be your queen, and you my fubje&s : 
O, ferve me well, and teach yourfelves that duty. 
Dor. Difpute not with her, (he is lunatick. 
%. Mar. Peace, mailer marquis, you are malapert : 
Your fire -new ftamp of honour is fcarce current : 
O, that your young nobility could judge, 

, C 4 What 
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What 'twere to lofe it, and be miferable ! 

They that ftand high, have many blafts to (hake them 5 

And, if they fall, they dalh themfelves to pieces. 

Glo. Good counfel, marry 3 — learn it, learn it, marquis. 

Dor. It touches you, my lord, as much as me. 

Glo. Ay, and much more : But I was born fo high, 
Our aiery buildeth in the cedar's top, 
And dallies with the wind, and fcorns the fun. 

%. Mar. And turns the fun to (hade ; — alas ! .alas !— 
Witnefs my fon, now in the (hade of death 5 
Whofe bright out-fhining beams thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal darknefs folded up. 
Your aiery buildeth in our aiery 's neft :— 
O God, that fee'ft it, do not fufFer it 5 
As it was won with blood, loll be it fo ! 

Buck. Peace, peace, for (hame, if not for charity. 

S(. Mar. Urge neither charity nor (hame to me j 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 
And (hamefully by you my hopes are butcher'd. 
My charity is outrage, life my (hame, — 
And in my (hame dill live my forrow's rage I 

Buck. Have done, have done. 

£(. Mar. O princely Buckingham, I kifs thy hand, 
In (ign of league and amity with thee : 
Now fair befal thee, and thy noble houfe ! 
Thy garments are not fpotted with our blood, 
Nor thou within the compafs of my curfe. 

Buck. Nor no one here 3 for curies never pafs 
The lips of thofe that breathe them in the air. 

3>. Mar. I'll not believe but they afcend the (ky, 
And there awake God's gentle-deeping peace. 
O Buckingham, beware of yonder dog 5 
Look, when he fawns, he bites ; and, when he bites, 
His venom tooth will rankle to the death s 

Have 
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Have not to do with him, beware of him ; 

Sin, death, and hell, have fet their marks on him } 

And all their minifters attend on him. 

Gh. What doth (he fay, my lord of Buckingham i 

Buck. Nothing that I refpeft, ray gracious lord. 

^ Mar. What, doft thou fcorn me for my gentle coun- 
fel? 
And footh the devil that t warn thee from ? 
O, but remember this another day, 
When he mail fplit thy very heart with forrowj 
And fay, poor Margaret was a prophetefs. — 
Live each of you the fubjecls to his hate, 
And he to yours, and all of you to God's ! [Exit. 

Haft. My hair doth ftand on end to hear her curfes. 

Ri*v. And fo doth mine 5 I mufe, why (he's at liberty. 

Gh. I cannot blame her, by God's holy mother j 
She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof, that I have done to her. 

Q. Eli*. I never did her any, to my knowledge. 

GIo. Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong. 
I was too hot to do fome body good, 
That is too cold in thinking of it now. 
Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repay'd 5 
He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains ; — 
God pardon them that are tne caufe thereof ! 

Ri<v. A virtuous and a chriftian-like conclufion, 
To pray for them that have done fcath to us. 

Gh. So -do I ever, being well advis'd 5— 
For had I ean'd now, I had curs'd myfelf. [Afide. 

Enter Catesby. 

Catef. Madam, his majefty doth call for you,— 
And for your grace,— and you, my noble lords. 

^s Elix. 
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S^, Eliz. Catefby, I come :— Lords, will you go with me ? 

Riv. Madam, wc will attend upon your grace. 

[Exeunt all but Gloster. 

GIo. I do the wrong, and firft begin to brawl. 
The fecret mifchiefs that I fet abroach, 
I lay unto the grievous charge of others. 
Clarence,— whom I, indeed, have laid in darknefs,— 
I do beweep to many firaple gulls $ 
Namely, to Stanley, Haftings, Buckingham j 
And tell them — 'tis the qaeen and her allies, 
That ftir the king againit the duke my brother. 
Now they believe it j and withal whet me 
To be reveng'd on Rivers, Vaugban, Grey : 
But then I ugh, and, with a piece of fcripture, 
Tell them — that God bids us do good for evil ; 
And thus I clothe my naked villainy 
With old odd ends, ftorn forth of holy writ j 
And feem a faint, when moft I play the devil. 

Enter two Murderers. 

But foft, here come my executioners.— 
How now, my hardy, flout, refolved mates ? 
Are you now going to defpatch this thing ? 

i Murd. We are, my lord 5 and come to have the war- 
rant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 
Glo., Well thought upon, I have it here about me : 

[Gives the warrant. 
When you have done, repair to Crofby-place. 
But, firs, be fudden in the execution, 
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 
For Clarence is well fpoken, and, perhaps, 
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him. 

1 Murd. 
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1 Afar*/. Tot, tot, my lord, we will not ftand to prate* 
Talkers are no good doers 5 be affiled, 
We go co ufe our bands, and not our tongues. 

Glo. Your eyes drop millftones, when fools' eyes drop 
tears: 
I like you, lads ; — about your bvfinefs ftraight ; 
Go, go, defpatch. 

1 Murd. We will, my noble lord. [£****/. 



SCENE IV. 

The fame. A Room in the Tower. 

Enter Clarence and Brakenbury. 

Brak. Why looks your grace fo heavily to-day? 

CJar. O, I have pafs'd a miferable night, 
60 full of fearful dreams, of ugly fights, 
That, as I am a chriftian faithful man, 
I would not fpend another fuch a night, 
'Though 'twere to buy a world of happy days j 
So full of difmal terror was the time. 

Brak. What was your dream, my lord? I pray you, 
tell me. 

Clan Methought, that I bad broken from the Tower, 
And was embark' d to crofs to Burgundy 5 
And, in my company, my brother Glofter: 
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatches 5 thence we lookd toward England, 
And cited up a thoufand heavy times, 
During the wars of York and Lancafter 
That had befall'n us. As we pae'd along 
* Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, ' 

Methought, that Glofter (tumbled i and, in felling, 

Struck 



8 KING RICHARD III. A& I. 

Struck me , that thought to flay him, orer-board, 

Into the tumbling billows of the main. 

O Lord ! methought, what pain it was to drown • 

What dreadful noife of water in mine cars ! 

What fights of ugly death within mine eyes ! 

Methought, I faw a thoufand fearful wrecks 5 

A thoufand men, that tithes gnaw'd upon 5 

Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 

Ineftimable ftones, unvalued jewels, 

All fcatter'd in the bottom of the fea. 

Some lay in dead men's ikulls $ and, in thofe holes, 

Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 

( As 'twere in fcom of eyes,) reflefting gems, 

That woo'd the (limy bottom of the deep, 

And mock'd the dead bones that lay fcatter'd by. 

Brak. Had you fuch leifure in the time of death, 
To gaze upon thefe fecrets of the deep ? 

Clar. Methought, I had ; and often did I ftrive 
To yield the ghoft : but ftill the envious flood 
Kept in my foul, and would not let it forth 
To feek the empty, vaft, and wand'ring air j 
But fmother'd it within my panting bulk, 
Which almoft burft to belch it in the fea. 
Brak. Awak'd you not with this fore agony ? 
Clar. O, no, my dream was lengthened after life $ 
O, then began the tempeit to my foul ! 
I pafs'd, methought, the melancholy flood, 
With that grim ferryman which poets write of, 
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. 
The firft that there did greet my itranger foul, 
Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick 5 
Who cry'd aloud >—Wbat fcourge for perjury . 
Can this dark monarchy afford falfe Clarence ? 
And fo he vanifh'd : Then came wandYing by 

A fhadow 
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A fhadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood ; and he (hriek'd out aloud, — 
Clarence is come,—falfe, fleeting, perjur'd Clarence,— 
TbatftabPd me in the field by Tewk/bury ; — 
Seize on him, furies, take him to your torments /— 
With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends 
Environ'd me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that, with the very noife, 
I trembling wak'd, and, for a feafon after, 
Could not believe but that I was in hell j 
Such terrible impreflion made my dream. 

Brat. No irarvrel, lord, though it affrighted you ; 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 

Clar. O, Brakenbury, I have done thefe things,— 
That now give evidence againft my foul,— 
For Edward's fake 5 and, fee, how he requites me ! — 

God ! if my deep prayers cannot appeafe thee. 
But thou wilt be avengM on my raifdeeds, 

Yet execute thy wrath on me alone : 

O, fpare my guiltlefs wife, and my poor children !— 

1 pray thee, gentle keeper, ftay by me j 
My foul is heavy, and I fain would deep. 

Br ah. I will, my lord 5 God give your grace good reft !— 
[Clarence repofes himfelfon a chair* 
Sorrow breaks feafons, and repofing hours, 
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night. 
Princes have but their titles for their glories, 
An outward honour for an inward toil $ 
And, for unfelt imaginations, 
They often feel a world of reftlefs cares : 
So that, between their titles, and low name, 
There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 



Enter 
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Enter the two Murderers. 

i Murd. Ho ! who's here ? 

Brak. What would'ft thou, fellow? and how cam'ft 
thou hither? 

i Murd. I would fpeak with Clarence, and I came hi- 
ther on my legs. 

Brak. What, fo brief? 

2 Murd. O, fir, 'tis better to be brief, than tedious ; — 
Let him fee our commiifiea ; talk no more. 

[A paper is delivered to Brakenbury, <wbo reads if. 

Brak. I am, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble duke of Clarence to your hands x — 
I will not reafon what is meant hereby, 
Becaofe I will be guiklefe of the meaning. 
Here are the keys $ — there fits the duke afleep : 
I'll to the king 5 and fignify to him, 
That thus I have refign'd to you my charge. 

i Murd. You may, fir ; 'tis a point of wifdom : 
Fare you well, [Exit Shaken bury. 

2 Murd. What, (hall we Aab him as he deeps ? 

i Murd. No } he'll fay, 'twas done cowardly, when he 
wakes. 

2 Murd. When be wakes ! why, fool, he (ball never 
wake until the great judgement day. 

i Murd. Why, then hell fay, we ftabb'd him deeping. 

2 Murd. The urging of that word, judgement, hatii 
bred a kind of remorfe in me. 

i Murd. What ? art thou afraid ? 

2 Murd. Not to kill him, having a warrant for it j but 
to be damn'd for killing him, from the which no warrant 
can defend me. 

i Murd. I thought, thou had'ft been refolute. 

2 Murd. 
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% Murd. So I am, to let him live. 

i Murd. I'll back to the duke of Glofter, and tell him 
fo. 

2 ATwy/. Nay, I pr'ythee, ftay a little : I hope, this holy 
humour of mine will change } it was wont to hold me but 
while one would tell twenty. 

x Murd. How doft thou feel thyfelf now ? 

a Murd. 'Faith, fome certain dregs of conscience are 
yet within me. 

x Murd. Remember our reward, when the deed's done. 

* Murd. Come, he dies 5 I had forgot the reward, 
i Murd. Where's thy confcience now ? 

2 Murd. In the duke of Glofter' s purfe. 

i Murd. So, when he opens his purfe to give us our re- 
ward, thy confcience flies out. 

% Murd. 'Tis no matter; let it go; there's few, or none, 
will entertain it. 

i Murd. What, if it come to thee again ? 

* Murd. I'll not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing, 
it makes a man a coward ; a man cannot ileal, but it ac- 
cufeth him ; a man cannot fwear, but it checks him ; a 
man cannot lie with his neighbour's wife, but it detects 
him : 'Tis a blufhing (hame-faced fpirit, that mutinies in 
a man's bofom ; it fills one full of obflacles : it made me 
once reftore a purfe of gold, that by chance I found j it 
beggars any man that keeps it : it is turn'd out of all 
towns and cities for a dangerous thing j and every man, 
that means to live well, endeavours to trull to himfelf, 
and live without it. 

i Murd. 'Zounds, it is even now at my elbow, perfuad- 
ing me not to kill the duke. 

2 Murd, Take the devil in thy mind, and believe him 
not : he would infmuate with thee, but to make thee figh. 

i Murd. I am ftrong-fram'd, he cannot prevail with me. 

a Murd. 
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2 Murd. Spoke like a tall fellow, that refpe&s his repu- 
tation. Come, (hall we fall to work ? 

i JWifr</. Take him over the coftard with the hilts of 
thy fword, and then throw him into the malmfey-butt, in 
the next room. 

2 Murd. O excellent device ! and make a fop of him. 

i Murd. Soft ! he wakes. 
' 2 Murd. Strike. 

i Murd. No, we'll reafon with him. 

Clar. Where art thou, keeper ? give me a cup of wine. 

i Murd. You (hall have wine enough, my lord, anon. 

Clar. In God's name, what art thou ? 

i Murd. A man, as you are. 

Clar. But not, as I am, royal. 

i Murd. Nor you, as we are, loyal. 

Clar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are humble. 

i Murd, My voice is now the king's, my looks mine 
own. 

Clar. How darkly, and how deadly doft thou fpeak ! 
Your eyes do menace me : Why look you pale ? , 
Who fent you hither ? Wherefore do you come ? 

Both Murd. To, to, to,— 
- Clar. To murder me ? 

Both Murd. Ay, ay. 

Clar. You fcarcely have the hearts to tell me fo, 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my friends, have I offended you ? 

i Murd. Offended us you have not, but the king. 

Clar. I (hall be reconciled to him again. 

2 Murd. Never, my lord ; therefore prepare to die. 

Clar. Are you call'd forth from out a world of men, 
To (lay the innocent ? What is my offence ? 
Where is the evidence that doth accufe me ? 
What lawful queft have given their verdift up 

Unto 
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Unto the frowning judge ? or who pronounced 
The bitter fentence of poor Clarence* death ? 
Before I be convict by courfe of law, 
To threaten me with death, is raoft unlawful. 
I charge you, as you hope for any goodnefs, 
By Chrift*s dear blood ihed for our grievous fins, 
That you depart, and lay no hands on me 5 
The deed you undertake is damnable. 

1 Murd. What we will do, we do upon command. 

* Murd. And he, that hath commanded, is our king. 
CZor. Erroneous vaflal ! the great King of kings 

Hath in the table of his law commanded, 
That thou (halt do no murder ; Wilt thou then 
Spurn at his edict, and fulfil a man's ? 
Take heed ; for he holds vengeance in his hand, 
To hurl upon their heads that break his law. 

2 Murd. And that fame vengeance doth he hurl on thee, 
For falfe forfwearing, and for murder too : 

Thou didft receive the facrament, to fight 
In quarrel of the houfe of Lancafter. 

1 Murd. And, like a traitor to the name of God, 
Didft break that vow; and, with thy treacherous blade, 
Unrip'dft the bowels of thy fovereign's fon. 

* Murd. Whom thou waft fworn to cherifh and defend. 
1 Murd. How canft thou urge God's dreadful U\^ to us, 

When thou haft broke it in fuch dear degree I 

Clar. Alas ! for wliofe fake did I that U deed * 
For Edward, for my brother, for his fck* : 
He fends yon not to murder me for this j 
For in that fin he is a* deep as I. 
If God will be avenged for the deed, 
0, know you, that he doth it publickly 5 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm* 

D He 
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He needs no indirect nor lawlefs courfe, 
To cut off thofe that have offended him. 

i Murd. Who made thee then a bloody minifter, 
When gallant- fpringing, brave Plantagenet, 
That princely novice, was ftruck dead by thee ? 

Clar. My brother's love, the devil, and my rage* 

i Murd. Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy fault* 
Provoke us hither now to daughter thee. 

Clar. If you do love my brother, hate not mc 
I am his brother, and I love him well. 
If you are hir'd for meed, go back again, 
And I will fend you to my brother Glofter $ 
Who {hall reward you better for my life, 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 

a Murd. You are deceiv'd, your brother Glofter hates 
you. 

Clar. O, no $ he loves me, and he holds me dear : 
Go you to him from me. 

Both Murd. Ay, fo we will. 

Clar. Tell him, when that our princely father York 
Blefs'd his three fons with his victorious arm, 
And charged us from his foul to love each other, 
He little thought of this divided friendfhip : 
Bid Glofter think on this, and he will weep. 

x ffiurd. Ay, mill-ftones ; as he leflbn'd us to weep. 

Clar. O, do not (lander him, for be is kind. 

i Murd. Right, as fnow in harveft.— -Come, you deceive 
yourfelf \ 
*Ti3 he that fends us to deftroy you here. 

Clar. It cannot be ; for he bewept my fortune, 
And hugg'd me in his arms, and fwore, with fobs, 
That he would labour my delivery. ' 

i Murd. Why, fo he doth, when he delivers you 
From this earth's thraldom to the joys of* heaven. j 

a Murd. 
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ft Murd. Make peace with God, for you muft die, my lord. 

Clar. Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foul, 
7*o counfel me to make my peace with God, 
And art thou yet to thy own foul fo blind, 
That thou wilt war with God by murdering me ?— 
Ah, firs, confider, he, that fet you on 
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed. 
% a Murd. What (ball we do ? 

Clar. Relent, and fave your fouls. 

1 Murd. Relent! ''tis cowardly, and womanifh. 

Clar. Not to relent, is beaftly, favage, devilifti. — 
Which of you, if you were a prince's fon, 
Being pent from liberty, as I am now, — 
If two fuch murderers as yourfelves came to you,— 
Would not entreat for life ?— 
My friend, I fpy fome pity in thy looks j 
O, if thine eye be not a flatterer, 
Come thou on my fide, and entreat for me, 
As you would beg, were you in my diftrefs. 
A begging prince what beggar pities not ? 

* Murd. Look behind you, my lord. 

x Murd. Take that, and that j if all this will not do. 

[Stabs him. 
I'll drown you in the malmfey-butt within. 

[Exit, with the body. 

a. Murd. A bloody deed, and dsfperately defpatch'd I 
How fain, like Pilate, would I warn my hands 
Of this moil grievous guilty murder done ! 

Re-enter firfl Murderer. 

x Murd. How now ? what meanft thou, that thou help'ft 
me not ? 
By heaven, the duke (hall know how flack you have been. 
D % % Murd. 



36 KING RICHARD Iff. AH I. 

2 MurJ. I would be knew, that I had fav'd his brother! 
Take thou the fee, and tell him what I fay j 
For I repent me that the duke is (lain. [Exit, 

i Murd. So do not I j go, coward, as thou art*— 
Well, 1*11 go hide the body in fome hole, 
Till that the duke give order for his burial s 
And when I have my meed, I will away; 
For this will out, and then I muft not ftay. [Exit. 



ACT 
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ACT II. SCENE I, 

Tie fame. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Edward (ltd in JUk), S^een Elizabeth, 
Dorset, Rivers, Hastings, BucicmoHAM, Grey, 
and Others. 

K. Eihv. Why, fo : — now have I done a good day's 
work ; — 
You peers, continue this united league : 
I every day expeft an embaflage 
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence 5 
And more in peace my foul (hall part to heaven, 
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth. 
Rivers, and Haftings, take each other's hand ; 
Diflemble not your hatred, fwear your love. 

Riv. By heaven, my foul is purg'd from grudging hate ; 
And with my hand I feal my true heart's love. 

Haft. So thrive I, as I truly fwear the like ! 

K. Echv. Take heed, you datty not before your king $ 
Left he, that is the fupreme King of kings, 
Confound your hidden falfehood, and award 
Either of you to be the other's end. 

Haft. So profper I, as I fwear perfect love ! 

Ri<v. And I, as I love Haftings with my heart ! 

K. Ednv. Madam, yourfelf are not exempt in this,— 
Nor your fon Dorfet, — Buckingham, nor you ; — 
You have been factious one again ft the other. 
Wife, love lord Haftings, let him kifs your hand ; 
And what you do, do it ugfeignedly. 

D 3 2^ Elix. 
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S^ Eliz. There, Haftings ;— I will never more remember 
Our former hatred, So thrive I, and mine ! | 

K. Edw. Dorfet, embrace him, — Haftings, love lord i 
marquis. 

Dor. This interchange of love, I here proteft, 
Upon my part, (hall be inviolable. 

Haft. And fo fwear I. [Embraces Dorset. 

K. Eifav. Now, princely Buckingham, feal thou tltfs 
league 
With thy embracements to my wife's allies, 
And make me happy in your unity. 

Buck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
Upon your grace, [to the Queen.] but with all duteous 

love 
Doth cherifh you, and yours, God punilh me 
With hate in thole where I expect moft love ! 
When I have moft need to employ a friend, 
And moft allured that he is a friend, 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
Be be unto me ! this do 1 beg of heaven, 
When I am cold in love, to you,' or yours, 

[Embracing Rivers, &c. 

K. Edw. A pleafing cordial, princely Buckingham, 
Is this thy vow unto my fickly heart. 
There wanteth now our brother Glofter here, 
To make the blefied period of this peace. 

Buck. And in good time, here comes the noble duke. 

£«terGLOSTER. 

Glo. Good -morrow to my fovereign king, and queen $ 
And, princely peers, a happy time of day! 

K. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have fpent the day : — 
brother, we have done deed* of charity 5 

3 Made 
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Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate, 
Between thefe fwelling wrong-incenfed peers, 

Glo* A bleffed labour, my moil fovereigu liege.— 
Among this princely heap, if any here, 
By falfe intelligence, or wrong furmife, 
Hold me a foe j 

If I unwittingly, or in my rage, 
Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this prefence, I deure 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace i 
'Tis death to me, to be at enmity $ 
I hate it, and defire all good men's love.— 
Firft, madam, I entreat true peace of you, 
Which I will purchafe with my duteous fcrvice 5— 
Of you, my noble coufin Buckingham, 
If ever any grudge were lodg'd between us 5— 
Of you, lord Rivers, — and lord Grey, of you, — 
That all without defert have frown'd on me j— 
Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen 3 indeed, of all. 
I da not know that Englilhman alive, 
With whom my foul is any jot at odds, 
More than the infant that is born to-night j 
I thank my God for my humility, 

^. Eliz. A holyday fliall this be kept hereafter :•— 
I would to God, all ftrifee were well compounded.— 
My fovereign lord, I do befeech your highneft 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Glo. Why, madam, have I offer'd love for this, 
To be fo Routed in this royal prefence ? 
Who knows not, that the gentle duke is dead ? 

[Tby aUfiart. 
You do him injury, to fcorn his corfe. 

K. Edw. Who knows not, he is dead I who knows he is ? 

^ Eliz. All-feeing heaven, what a world is this ! 

D 4 Buck. 
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Buck. Look I fo pale, lord Dorfet, as the reft? 

Dor. Ay, my good lord 5 and no man in the prefcnce* 
But his red colour hath forfook his cheeks. 

K. Edw. Is Clarence dead ? the order was reversed. 

Glo. But he, poor man, by Jrour firft order died, 
And that a winged Mercury did bear $ 
Some tardy cripple bore the countermand, 
That came too lag to fee him buried x— 
God grant, that fome, lefs noble, and lefs loyal, 
Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood, 
Deferve not worfe than wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go current from fufpicion 1 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. A boon, my fovereign, for my fervice done ! 

K. Edw. I pr'ytbee, peace % my foul is full of forrow. 

Stan. I will not rife, unlefs your highnefs hear me. 

K. Edw. Then fay at once, what is it thou requeuVft. 

Stan, The forfeit, fovereign, of my fervant's life j 
Who flew to-day a riotous gentleman, 
Lately attendant on the duke of Norfolk. 

K. Edw. Have I a tongue to doom my brother's death > 
And (hall that tongue give pardon to a flave ? 
My brother kill'd no man, his fault was thought, 
And yet his punimment was bitter death. 
Who fued to me for him ? who, in my wrath, 
Kneel'd at my feet, and bade me be advis'd ? 
Who fpoke of brotherhood ? who fpoke of love ? 
Who told me, how the poor foul did forfake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me i 
Who told me, in the field at Tewkftmry, 
When Oxford had me down, he refcu'd me, 
And faid, Dear brother, live, and be a king ? 

Wh# 
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Who told me, when we both lay in the field, 
Frozen almoft to death, how he did lap me 
Even in his garments j and did give himfelf. 
All thin and naked, to the numb-cold night ? 
All this from my remembrance brutilh wrath 
Sinfully pluck'd, and not a man of you 
Had fo much grace to put it in my mind. 
But, when your carters, or your waiting-Yauals, 
Have done a drunken daughter, and defac'd 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 
You ftraight are on your knees for pardon, pardon $ 
And I, unjuftly too, muft grant it you t— 
But for my brother, not a man would fpeak,— 
Nor I (ungracious) fpeak unto myfelf 
For him, poor foul.— The proudeft of you all 
Have been beholden to him in his life ; 
Yet none of you would once plead for his life.— 
O God ! I fear, thy juftice will take hold 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this,— 
Come, Hattings, help me to my clofet, O, 
Poor-Clarence 1 
[Exeunt King, Queen, Hastings, Rivers, Dorsbt, 

Gh. This is the fruit of rafhnefs t — Marked you not, 
How that the guilty kindred of the queen 
Look'd pale, when they did hear of Clarence' death ?* 
O ! they did urge it ftill unto the king i 
God will revenge it. Come, lords $ will you go, 
To comfort Edward with our company? 

Buck. We wait upon your grace. \Exevnt. 
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I 

SCENE II. 
We fame. 

Enter the Duchefs of York, with a fin and daughter of 
Clarence. 

Son. Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead ? 

Duch. No, boy. 

Daugb. Wh'y do you weep fo oft ? and beat your breaft j 
And cry — O Clarence, rny unhappy fon I 

Son. Why do you look on us, and {hake your head, 
And call us — orphans, wretches, caft-aways, 
If that our noble father be alive ? 

Duch. My pretty couiins, you miftake me both \ 
I do lament the ficknefs of the king, 
As loath to lofe him, not your father's death ; 
It were loft forrow, to wail one that's loft. 

Son. Then, grandam, you conclude that he is dead* 
The king my uncle is to blame for this : 
God will revenge it j whom I will importune 
With earneft prayers, all to that effeft. 

Daugb. And fo will I. 

Duch. Peace, children, peace ! the king doth love you 
well: 
Incapable'and (hallow innocents, 
You cannot guefs who caus'd your father's death. 

Son. Grandam, we can : for my good uncle G loiter 
Told me, the king, provok'd to't by the queen, 
Devis'd impeachments to imprifon him : 
And when my uncle told me fo,, he wept, 
And pitied me, and kindly kifs'd my cheek 5 
Bade me rely on him, as on my father, 
And he would love me dearly as his child. 

~^-^_ Dttcb- 



A3 II. XING RICHARD III. 43 

Ducb. Ah, that deceit mould fteal fuch gentle (hapes, 
And with a virtuous vifor bide deep vice ! 
He is my fon, ay, and therein my (name, 
Yet from my dugs be drew not this deceit. 

Son. Think you, my uncle did diflemble, grandamr 

Ducb. Ay, boy. 

Son. I cannot think it. Hark ! what noife is this? 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, diftracledly; Rivers, and 
Dorset, following ber. 

Q. Elix. Ah ! who (hall hinder me to wail and weep ? 
To chide my fortune, and torment myfelf \ 
1*11 join with black defpair againft my foul, 
And to myfelf become an enemy. 

Ducb, What means this fcene of rude impatience ? 

£>. Eliz. To make an aft of tragick violence :«— 
Edward, my lord, thy fon, our king, is dead.— 
Why grow the branches, when the root is gone ? 
Why wither not the leaves, that want their lap ?— 
If you will live, lament ; if die, be brief; 
That our fwift-winged fouls may catch the king's $ 
Or, like obedient fubje&s, follow him 
To his new kingdom of perpetual reft. 

Ducb. Ah, fo much intereft have I in thy forrow, 
As I had title in thy noble huiband I 
I have bewept a worthy buiband's death, 
And liv'd by looking on his images s 
But now, two mirror 8 of his princely femblance 
Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death ; 
And I for comfort have but one falfe glafs, 
That grieves me when I fee my (name in him. 
Thou art a widow ; yet thou art a mother, 
And haft the comfort of thy children left thee * 

But 
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But death hath fhatch'd my hufband from mine arms> 
And pluck'd two cratches from my feeble hands, 
Clarence, and Edward. O, what caufe have I, 
(Thine being but a moiety of my grief,) 
To over-go thy plaints, and drown thy cries ? 

Son. Ah, aunt ! yon wept not for oar father's death 3 
How can we aid you with onr kindred tears ? 

Dough. Our fatherlefs diftrefs was left unmoan'd, 
Yonr widow-dolour likewise be unwept 1 

%. EU%. Give me no help in lamentation, 
I am not barren to bring forth laments : 
All fprings reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
That I, being governed by the watry moon, 
May fend forth plenteous tears to drown die world ! 
Ah, for my hufband, for my dear lord Edward ! 

Cbil* Ah, for our father, for onr dear lord Clarence I 

Ducb. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and Clarence ! 

Q. EBz. What ftay had I, but Edward? and he's goae. 

Cbil. What ftay bad we, but Clarence ? and he's gone. 

Ducb. What flays had I, but they? and they are gone. 

^5 EEz. Was never widow, had fo dear a lofs. 

Cbil. Were never orphans, had fo dear a lofs. 

Ducb. Was never mother, had fo dear a lofs. 
Alas! I am the mother of thefe griefs; 
Theirwoes arc parcelled, mine are general. 
She for an Edward weeps, and fo do I > 
I for a Clarence weep, fo doth not (he : 
Thefe babes for Clarence weep, and fo do I : 
I for an Edward weep, fo do not they : — 
Alas ! you three, on me, threefold diftrefs'd, 
Pour all your tears, I am your forrow's nurfe, 
And I will pamper it with lamentations. 

Dor. Comfort, dear mother; God is much difpleas'd, 
That you take with untbankfulnefs his doing : 

In 
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In common worldly things, 'tis calTd— ungrateful, 
With dull unwillingnefs to repay a debt, 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent ; 
Much more, to be thus oppofite with heaven. 
For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

Ri<v. Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother, 
Of the young prince your fon : fend ftraight for him, 
Let him be crown'd ; in him your comfort lives : 
Drown defperate forrow in dead Edward's grave, 
And plant your joys in living Edward's throne. 

Enter Gloster, Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, 
Ratcliff, and Others. 

Glo. Sifter, have comfort i all of us have caufe 
To wail the dimming of our mining ftar ; 
But none can cure their harms by wailing them.— 
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy, 
I did not fee your grace : — Humbly on my knee 
I crave your blefling. 

Ducb. God blefs thee 5 and put meeknefs in thy breaft, 
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty ! 

Glo. Amen 5 and make me die a good old man !— 
That is the butt-end of a mother's blefiing j \_Afide. 

I marvel, that her grace did leave it out. 

Buck. You cloudy princes, and heart-forrowing peers, 
That bear this mutual heavy load of moan, 
Now cheer each other in each other's love s 
Though we have fpent our harveft of this king, 
We are to reap the harveft of his fon. 
The broken rancour of your high-fwoln hearts. 
But lately fplinted, knit, and join'd together, 
Muft gently be preferv'd, cheriuVd, and kept : 
Me feemeth good, that, with fome little train, 

Forthwith 
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Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fetched 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our king. 

Riv. Why with fome little train, my lord of Bucking- 
ham? 

Buck. Marry, my lord, left, by a multitude, 
The new-heard wound of malice mould break out j 
Which would be fo much the more dangerous, 
By how much the eftate is green, and yet ungovern*d s * 
Where every horfe bears his commanding rein, 
And may direct his courfe as pleafe himfelf, 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 
In my opinion, ought to be prevented. 

Glo. I hope, the king made peace with all of us 5 
And the compact is firm, and true, in me. 

Ri<v. And fo in me ; and fo, I think, in all 1 
Yet, fince it is but green, it mould be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach, 
Which, haply, by much company might be urg'd : 
Therefore I fay, with noble Buckingham, 
That it is meet fo few mould fetch the prince. 

Baft. And fo fay I. 

Glo. Then be it fo $ and go we to* determine 
Who they fhall be that ftraight lhall poft to Ludlow. 
Madam, — and you my mother, — will you go 
To give your cenfures in this weighty bufinefs ? 

[Exeunt all but Buckingham and Glostbiu 

Buck*. My lord, whoever journeys to the prince, 
For God's fake, let not us two flay at home : 
For, by the way, I'll fort occafion, 
As index to the ftory we late talk'd of, 
To part the queen's proud kindred from the prince* 

Glo. My other felf, my counfel's confiftory, 
My oracle, my prophet !— My dear coufm, 

I> as 
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I, as a child, will go by thy direction. 

Towards Ludlow then, for we'll not (lay behind. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 
"The fame. A Street. 

Enter two Citizens, meeting* 

i Cit. Good morrow, neighbour : Whither away fo fail ? 
2 Cit. I promife you, I fcarcely know myfelf : 
Hear you the news abroad ? 
i Cit. Yes ; the king's dead. 

2 Cit. Ill news, by'r lady ; feldom comes the better : 
I fear, I fear, 'twill prove a giddy world. 

Enter another Citizen. 

3 Cit. Neighbours, God (peed ! 

i Cit. Give you good morrow, fir. 

3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good king Edward's death ? 

2 Cit. Ay, fir, it is too true \ God help, the while ! 

3 Cit. Then, mailers, look to fee a troublous world. 

i Cit. No, no $ by God's good grace, his fon (hall reign. 
3 Cit. Woe to that land, that's governed by a child 1 

2 Cit. In him there is a hope of government j 
That, in his nonage, council under him. 
And, in his full and ripen 'd years, himfelf, 

No doubt, (hall then, and till then, govern well, 
i Cit. So flood the date, when Henry the fixth 
Was crown'd in Paris but at nine months old. 

3 Cit. Stood the date fo ? no, no, good friends, God 

wot J 

For 
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For then this land was famoufly enrich'd 
With politick grave counfel $ then the king 
Had virtuous uncles to proteft his grace. 

i Cit. Why, fo hath this, both by his father and mother. 

3 (St. Better it were, they all came by his father 3 
Or, by his father, there were none at all 1 
For emulation now, who (hall be nearell, 
Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not. 
O, full of danger is the duke of Glofter 5 
And the queen's fons, and brothers, naught and proud « 
And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule, 
This fickly land might folace as before. 

1 Cit. Come, come, we fear the worft ; all will be well. 

3 Cit. When clouds are feen, wife men put on their 
cloaks $ 
When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand ; 
When the fun fets, who doth not look for night ? 
Untimely ftorms make men expect a dearth : 
AU'may be well j but, if God fort it fo, 
'Tis more than we deferve, or I expett. 

a Cit. Truly, the hearts of men are full of fear : 
You cannot reafon almoft with a man 
That looks not heavily, and full of dread. 

3 Cit. Before the days of change, frill is it fo a 
By a divine inftinlt, men's mind3 miftruft 
Enfuing danger 5 as, by proof, we fee 
The water fwell before a boift'rous ftorm. 
But leave it all to God. Whither away ? 

% Cit. Marry, we were fent for to the juftices. 

3 Cit. And fo was 1 5 I'll bear you company. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 
'The fame. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter the Archhi/hop of York, the young Duke of York, $uet* 
Elizabeth, and the Duchefs of York. 

Arch. Laft night, I heard, they lay at Stony -Stratford; 
And at Northampton they do reft to-night : 
To-morrow, or next day, they will he here. 

Duch. I long with all my heart to fee the prince ; 
I hope, he is much grown fince laft J faw him. 

3. Elm. But I hear, no 5 they (ay, my fon of York 
Hath alraoft overtaken him in his growth. 

Tori. Ay, mother, but I would not have it fo. 
. Duch. Why, my young couiin ? it is good to grow, 

York. Grandam, one night as we did fit at fupper, 
My uncle Rivers talked how I did grow 
More than my brother; Ay* quoth my uncle Glofter, 
Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow apace : 
And fince, methinks, I would not grow fo fall, 
Becaufe fweet flowers are flow, and weeds make hafte. 

Duch. 'Good faith, "good faith, the faying did not hold 
In him that did object the fame to thee : 
He was the wretched' ft thing, when he was young, 
So long a growing, and fo leifurely, 
That, if his rule were true, he (hould be gracious. 

Arch. And fo, no doubt, he is, my gracious madam. 

Duch. I hope, he is j but yet let mothers doubt. 

fork. Now, by my troth, if I had been remember'd, 
I could- have given my uncle's grace a flout, 
To touch his growth, nearer than he touch'd mine. 

Due h. How, my young York ? I pr'ythee, let me hear it. 

York. Marry, they fay, my uncle grew fo faft, 

E That 
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That he could gnaw a croft at two hours old ; 
'Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth. 
Grandam, this would have been a biting jeft. 

Ducb. I pr'ythee, pretty York, who told thee this ? 

York. Grandam, his nurfe. 

Ducb. His nurfe! why, ftie was dead ere thou waft born, 

York. If 'twere not (he, I cannot tell who told me. 

^. Eliz. A parlous boy :— Go to, you are too threwd. 

Arch. Good madam, be not angry .with the child. 

2%. Eliz. Pitchers have ears. 

iLuter a Meflenger. 

Arch. ' Here comes a mefienger t 

What news ? 

Mef. Such news, my lord, 

As grieves me to unfold. 

4>. Eliz. How doth the prince ? 

Mef. Well, madam, and in health. 

Ducb. What is thy news r 

Mef. Lord Rivers, and lord Grey, are fent to Pomfret, 
With them fir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners. 

Ducb. Who hath committed them ? 

Mef. The mighty dukes, 

Glofter and Buckingham. 

^. Eliz. For what offence ? 

Mef. The fum of all I can, I have difclos'd ; 
Why, or for what, the nobles were committed, 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. 

^ Eliz. Ah me, I fee the ruin of my houfe! 
Th» tiger now hath feiz'd the gentle hind j 
Infulting tyranny begins to jut 
Upon the innocent aad awlefs throne i— 

3 Welcome, 
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Welcome, deftruftion, blood, and maflacre t 
I fee, as in a map, the end of all. 

Ducb. Accurfed and unquiet wrangling days ! 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld ? 
My hufband loll his life to get the crown 5 
And often up and down my fons were toil,. 
For me to joy, and weep, their gain, and lofs : 
And being feared, and domeftick broils 
Clean over-blown, themfelves, the conquerors, 
Make war upon themfelves j brother to brother, 
Blood to blood, felf 'gainft felf:— O, prepofterous 
And frantick outrage, end thy damned fpleen { 
Or let me die, to look on death no more ! 

^. Eliz. Come, come, my boy, we will to fan&rory.— 
Madam, farewell* 

Ducb. Stay, I will go with you. 

3. Eliz. You have no caufe. 

Arch. My gracious lady, go, 

[to the Queen. 
And thither bear your treafure and your goods. 
For my part, 1*11 refign unto your grace 
The feal I keep 5 And fo betide to me, 
As well I tender you, and all of yours ! 
Come, 1*11 conduct you to the fenftuary. [Exeunt. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 



The fame. A Street, 

The trumpets Jbund. Enter the Prince of Wales, Gloster, 
Buckingham, £W/7kz/Bourchier, and Others. 

Buck. Welcome, fweet prince, to London, to your cham- 
ber. 

Glo. Welcome, dear coufin, my thoughts' fovereign : 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

Prince. No, uncle j but our crofles on the way 
Have made it tedious, wearifome, and heavy ; 
I want more uncles here to welcome me. 

Glo. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of your years 
Hath not yet div'd into the world's deceit : 
No more can you diftinguim of a man, 
Than of his outward (how ; which, God he knows, 
Seldom, or never, jumpeth with the heart. 
Thofe uncles, which you want, were dangerous 5 
Your grace attended to their fugar'd words, 
But look'd not on the poifon of their hearts 2 
God keep you from them, and from fuch falfe friends 1 

Prince. God keep me from falfe friends I but they were 
none. 

Glo. My lord, the mayor of London comes to greet 
you. 

Enter the Lord Mayor, and his Train, 

May. God blefs your grace with health and happy days ! 

Prince. 
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Prince. I thank you, good my lord j — and thank you 
all. — [Exeunt Mayor, &c* 

I thought, my mother, and my brother York, 
Would long ere this have met us on the way :— 
Fie, what a Aug i3 Haftings I that he comes not 
To tell us, whether they will come, or no. 

Enter Hastings. 

Buck. And, in good time, here comes the fweating lord. 

Prince. Welcome, my lordx What, will our mother 
come? 

Haft. On what occafion, God he knows, not J, 
The queen your mother, and your brother York, 
Have taken fenctuary: The tender prince • 
Would fain have come with me to meet your grace, 
But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Buck. Fie ! what an indirect and peevifh courfe 
Is this of hers ?— Lord cardinal, will your grace 
Perfuade the queen to fend the duke of York 
Unto his princely brother prefently ? 
If (he deny, — lord Haftings, go with him, 
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. 

Card, My lord of Buckingham, if my weak oratory 
Can from his mother win the duke of York, 
Anon .expect him here : But if (he be obdurate 
To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid 
We (hould infringe the holy privilege 
Of bleffed fanctuary \ not for all this land, 
Would I be guilty of fo deep a fin. 

Buck. You are too fenfelefs-obftinate, my lord, 
Too ceremonious, and traditional : 
Weigh it but with the grouneu} of this age, 
You break not fanctuary in feizing him, 

E 3 The 
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The benefit thereof is always granted 
To thofe whole dealings have deferv'd the place, 
And thofe who have the wit to claim the place : 
This prince hath neither claitnM it, nor deferred it j 
And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it : 
Then, taking him from thence, that is not there, 
You break no privilege nor charter there. 
Oft have I heard of fancluary men $ 
But fan&uary children, ne'er till now. 

Card. My lord, you mall o'er-rule my mind for once.— 
Come on, lord Haftings, will you go with me? 
Haft. I go, my lord. 

Prince. Good lords, make all the fpeedy bafte you may. 
[Exeunt Cardinal and Hastings. 
Say, uncle Glofter, if our brother come, 
Where fhall we fojburn till our coronation ? 

Glo. Where it feems beft unto your royal felf. 
If I may counfel you, fome day, or two, 
Your highnefs (hall repofe you at the Tower t 
Then where you pleafe, and mall be thought moft fit 
For your beft health and recreation. 

Prince. I do not like the Tower, of any place i— 
Did Julius Caefar build that place, my lord ? 

Glo. He did, my gracious lord, begin that place $ 
Which, flnce, fucceediag ages have re-edify'd. 

Prince. Is it upon record ? or elfe reported 
Succeffively from age to age, he built it ? 
Buck. Upon record, my gracious lord. 
Prince. But fay, my lord, it were not regifter'd 5 
Methinks, the truth mould live from age to age, 
As 'twere rerail'd to all pofterity, 
Even to the general all-ending day. 
Glo. So wife fo young,- they fay, do ne*er live long. 

lAfidt. 
Prince* 
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Prince. What fay you, uncle? 

Glo. I fay, without chara&ers, fame livep long* 
Thus, like the formal vice, Iniquity, 
I moralize two meanings in one word, [4fi&* 

Prince. That Julius Cxfar was a famous mans 
With what his valour did enrich his wit, 
His wit fet down, to make his valour live : 
Death makes no conquefl of this conqueror ; 
For now he lives in fame, though not in life. — • 
ril tell you what, my coufin Buckingham. 

Buck. What, my gracious lord ? 

Prince. An if I live until I be a man, 
Til win our ancient right in France again, 
Or die a ibldier, as I liv'd a king. 

Glo. Short fummers lightly have a forward fpring. 

lAfide. 

Enter York, Hastings, and the Cardinal. 

Buck. Now, in good time, here comes the duke of 
York. 

Prince. Richard of York ! how fares our loving brother i 

York. Well, my dread lord; fo muft I call you now* 

Prince. Ay, brother 5 to our grief, as it is yours 1 
Too late he died, that might have kept that title, 
Which by his death hath loll much majeily. 

Glo. How fares our coufin, noble lord of York ? 

York. I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lord, 
You faid, that idle weeds are fait in growth : 
The prince my brother hath outgrown me far. 
. Glo. He bath, my lord. 

York. And therefore is he idle? 

Glo. O, my fair coufin, I mult not fay fo. 

York. Then is he more beholden to you, than I. 

£ 4. Ch. 
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Gh. He may command me, as my fovereign j 
But you have power in me, as in a kinfraan. 

York. I pray you, uncle, then, give me this dagger* 

Gh. My dagger, little coufin ? with aU my heart. 

Prince. A beggar, brother * 

York. Of my kind uncle, that I know wiH give y 
And, being but a toy, which is no grief to give. 

Gh. A greater gift than that 1*11 give my coufin . 

York. A greater gift ! O, that's the .fword to it ? 

Gh. Ay, gentle coufin, were it light enough. 

York. O then, I fee, you'll part but with light gifts j 
In weightier things you'll fay a beggar, nay. 

Gh. It is too weighty for your grace to wear. 

York. I weigh it lightly, were it heavier. 

Gh. What, would you have my weapon, Ijttle lord ? 

York. I would, that I might thank you as yo^a call me. 

Gh. How? 

York. Little. 

Prince. My lord of York will ftill be crofs in talk j— ? 
Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him. 

York. You mean, to bear me, not to bear with me ;.— 
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me 5 
Becaufe that I am little, like an ape, 
He thinks that you mould bear me on your moulders. 

Buck. With what a (harp -provided wit he reafons I 
To mitigate the fcorn he gives his uncle, 
He prettily and aptly taunts hi mfelf: 
So cunning, and fo young, is wonderful. 

Gh. My gracious lord, will't pleafe you pafs along ? 
Myfelf, and my good coufin Buckingham, 
Will to your mother; to entreat of her, 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

York. What, will you go unto the Tower, my lord ? 

Prince. My lord protector needs will have it fo.' 

York. 



J&lll. KING BICHAED III. &7 

York. I (hall not deep in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why, fir, what fhouid you fear ? 

York. Marry, my uncle Clarence* angry ghoft \ 
My grandam told me, he was murder'd there. 

Prince. I fear no uncles dead. 

Glo. Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prince. An if they live, I hope, I need nojt fear. 
But come, my lord, and, with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 

[Exeunt Prince, York, Hastings, Cardinal* 4*vt* 
Attendants. 

Buck. Think you, my lord, this little prating York 
Was not incenfed by his fubtle mother. 
To taunt and (corn you thus opprobriouAy ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt : O, 'tis a parlous boy } 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable | 
He's all the mother's, from the top to toe. 

Buck. Well, let them reft.— 
Come hither, gentle Cateiby ; thou art fworn 
As deeply to effect what we intend, 
As clofely to conceal what we impart : 
Thou know'ft our reafons urg'd upon the way j-^ 
What think'ft thou ? is it not an eafy matter 
To make William lord Haftings of our mind, 
For the inftalment of this noble duke 
In the feat royal of this famous jfle f 

Cote. He for his father's fake fo loves the prince, 
That he will not be won to aught againft him, 

Buck. What think'ft thou then Qf Stanley? will not ho ? 

Gate. He will do all in all as Haftings doth. 

Buck. Well then, no more but thU : Go, gentle Catefby, 
And, as it were far off, found thou lord Haftings, 
How he doth ftand affected to our purpofe j 
And fummon him to-morrow to the Tow* 

To 
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To (it about the coronation. 
If thou doft find him tradable to us, 
Encourage him, and tell him all our reafons : 
If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 
Be thou fo too ; and fo break off the talk, 
And give us notice of his inclination s 
For we to-morrow hold divided councils. 
Wherein thyfelf (halt highly be employed. 

Glo. Commend me to lord William s tell him, Catdby, 
-His ancient knot of dangerous adverfaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomiret-caftle ; 
And bid my friend, for joy of this good news, 
Give miftrefs Shore one gentle kifr the more. 

Buck. Good Catelby, go, effect this bufinefs fbundlyr. 

Gate. My good lords both, with aU the heed I can. 

Glo. Shall we hear from you, Cateiby, ere we fleep i 

Gate. You (hall, my lord. 

Glo. At Crofby-place, there (hall you find us both. 

[Exit Cati-sbv. 

Buck. Now, my lord, what (hall we do, if we perceive 
Lord Haftings will not yield to oujr complots ? 

Glo* 'Chop off his head, man 5— fbmewhat we will do :— 
And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables 
Whereof the king my brother was pofiefs'd. 

Buck. I'll claim that promife at your grace's hand. 

Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kindnefs. 
Come, let us fup betimes; that afterwards 
We may digeft our complots in (bme form. [Exeunt. 



SCENE 



J&IU* JtlHG RICHARD III* $Q 

SCENE II. 

"Before Lord Haitings' /flw*/*. 

JP/r/*r a Meffenger. 

JW#*. My lord, my lord,w- {knocking. 

Haft. Ifwittin.] Who knocks? 

Mef m One from lord Stanley. 

Haft, [within.] What i*'t o'clock ? 

Mef. Upon the ftroke of four. 

Enter Hastings. 

Haft. Cannot thy mailer deep the tedious nights f 

Me/. So it Ihouki feem by that I have to fay. 
Firft, he commends him to your noble lordlhip. 

Haft. And then,— 

Mef. And then he fends you word, he dreamt 

To-night the boar had rafed off his helm : 
Befides, he fays, there are two councils held \ 
And that may be determinM at the one, 
Which may make you and bim to rue at the other. 
Therefore he fends to know your lordihip's pleafure,— « 
If prefently you will take horfe with him, 
And with all fpeed pod with him toward the north, 
To fhun the danger that his. foul divines. 

Haft. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord 5 
JBid him not fear the feparated councils : 
His honour, and myfelf, are at the one j 
And, at the other, is my good friend Catefby 5 
Where nothing can proceed, that toucheth us, 
Whereof I (hall not have intelligence. 
Tell him, his fears are (hallow, wanting inftancei 

And 
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And for his dreams — I wonder, he's fo fond 
To. truft the mockery of unquiet flurabers* 
To fly the boar, before tfcc boar uurfues^ 
Were to incenfe the boar to follow us, 
And make purfuit, where he did mean no chafe. 
Go, bid thy mailer rife and come to me 5 
And we will both together to the Tower* 
Where, he fliall fee, the boar will ufe us kindly* 
Me/, 111 go, my lopd, and tell him what you lay. 

{Exit* 

Enter Catesbt. 

Gate. Many good morrows to my noble lord I 

Haft. Good morrow* Cateiby ; you are early ftirrings 
What news, what news, in this our tottering ftate ? 

Gate. It is a reeling world, indeed, my lord} 
And, I believe, will never ftand upright, 
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. 

Haft. How! wear the garland? doft thou mean the 
crown ? 

Gate, Ay, my good lord. 

Haft K I'll have this crown of mine cut from my {boulders, 
Before I'll fee the crown fo foul mifplac'd. 
Put canft thou gnefs that he doth aim at it ?• 

Gate* Ay, on my life 5 and hopes to find you forward 
Upon his party, for the gain thereof : 
And, thereupon, he fends you this good news,-— 
That, this fame very day, your enemies, 
The kindred of the queen, mull die at Pomfret. 

Haft. Indeed, I am no mourner for that new3, 
Becaufe they have been (till my adverfaries : 
But, that I'll give my voice on Richard's fide, 

To 
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To bar my matter's heirs in true defcent, 
God knows, I will not do it, to the death. 

Gate. God keep your lord (hip in that gracious mind ! 

Ha/I. But I (hall laugh at this a twelve-month hence,— 
That they, who brought me in ray matter's hate, 
I live -to look upon their tragedy. 
Well, Catelby, ere a fortnight make me older, 
I'll fend fome packing, that yet think not on't. 

Cote. 'Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord, 
When men are unprepared, and look not for it. 

Haft. O monftrous, monftxous ! and fo falls it out 
With Jlivers, Vaughan, Grey : and fo 'twill do 
With fome men elfe, who think themfelves as fafe 
As thou, and I ; who, as thou know'ft, are dear 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Gate. The princes both make high account of you,— 
For they account his head upon the bridge. [Afidi. 

Haft. I know, they do 5 and I have well de&rv'd it. 

Enter Stanley. 

Come on, come' on, where is your boar-fpear, man ? 
Fear you the boar, and go fo unprovided ? 
Stan. My lord, good morrow) and good morrow, 
Catelby :— 
You may jeft on, but by the holy rood, 
I do not like thefe feveral councils, I. 

Haft. My lord, I hold my life as dear as yours j 
And never, in my life, I do proteft, 
Was it more precious to me than 'tis now 1 
Think you, but that I know our ftate fecure, 
I would be fo triumphant as I am ? 
Stan. The lords at Pomfrct, when they rode from Lon- 
don, 

Were 
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Were jocund, and fuppoVd their ftates were fure* 
And they, indeed, had no caufe to miftruft j 
But yet, you fee, how foon the day o**r-caft. 
This fudden ftab of rancour I mifdoubt 5 
Pray God, I fay, I prove a needlefs coward ! 
What, mall we toward the Tdwer ? the day is fpent. 
Haft. Come, come, have with you.— Wot you what, 

my lord f 
To-day the lords you talk of are beheaded. 
Stan. They, for their truth, might better wear their 

heads, 
Than fome, that have accus'd them, wear their hats* 
But come, my lord, let's away. 

Enter a Purfuivant. 

Haft. Go on before, I'll talk with this good fellow. 

[Exeunt Stanley and Catesbyv 
How now, firrah ? how goes the world with thee ? 

Purf. The better, that your lordfliip pleafe to a(k* 

Haft. I tell thee, man, 'tis better with me now, 
Than when thou met'll me laft where now we meet t 
Then was I going prifbner to the Tower, 
By the fuggeftion of the queen's allies 5 
But now, I tell thee, (keep it to thyfelf,) 
This day thofe enemies are put to death, 
And I in better ftate, than ere I was* 

Purf. God hold it, to your honour's good content ! 

Haft. Gramercy, fellow : There, drink that for me. 

[Throwing him his purf e. 

Purf. I thank your honour. [Exit Purfuivant. 



Enter 
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Enter a Prieft. 

Pr. Well met, my lord ; I am glad to fee your honour. 

Haft. I thank thee, good fir John, with all my heart. 
I am in your debt for your laft exercife \ 
Come the next (abbath, and I wul content you. 

£*frr Buckingham. 

Buck. What, talking with a prieft, lord chamberlain F 
Your friends at Pomfret, they do need the prieft | 
Your honour hath no ftuwing work in hand. 

Haft. 'Good faith, and when I met this holy man, 
The men you talk of came into my mind. 
What, go you toward the Tower ? 

Buck. I do, my lord ; but long I cannot ftay there % 
I mail return before your lordihip thence. 

Haft. Nay, like enough, for I ftay dinner there. 

Buck. And fupper too, although thou know'ft it not. 

[Afide^ 
Come, will you go } 

Heft. 1*11 wait upon your lordfhip. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 
Pomfret. Before the Caftle. 

EnterRATCLiTrtWttbaguardiCtmdu&ingJliVEKS^iEY, 
and V a u c H a N, to execution. 

Rat. Come, bring forth the prisoners. 

Rfa. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let nte tell thee this,— 

To-day 
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To-day (halt thou behold a fubjea die, 
For truth, for duty, add for loyalty. 

Grey. God keep the prince from all the pack of you 1 
A knot you are of damned blood- fuckers. 

Faugh. You live, that (hall cry woe for this hereafter. 

Rat. Defpatch j the limit of your lives is out. 

Ri<v. O Pomfret, Pomfret ! O thou bloody prifon, 
Fatal and ominous to noble peers 1 
Within the guilty clofure of thy walls; 
Richard the fecond here was hackM to death : 
/End, for more (lander to thy difmal feat, 
We give thee up our guiltlefs blood to drink. 

Grey. Now Margaret's curfe is fallen upon our heads, 
When (he exclaim'd on Haftings, you, and I, 
For (landing by when Richard ftabb'd her fon. 

Riv. Then curs' d (lie Haftings, then cursM (he Buck* 
ingham, 
Then curs'd (he Richard : — O, remember, God, 
To hear her prayers for them, as now for us t 
And for my fifter, and her princely fons,— 
Be fatisfied, dear God, with our true bloods, 
Which, as thou know'ft, unjuftly muft be fpilt ! 

Rat. Make hade, the hour of death is expiate. 

Riv. Come, Grey, — come, Vaughan, — let us here em- 
brace : 
Farewell, until we meet again in heaven. [Exeunt. 



SCENE 



\ 
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SCENE IV. 
London. A Room in the Tower. 

Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, the Bijbop oflfty, 
Catesby, Lovel, and Other s y fitting at a tablet Officers 
of the council attending. 

Haft. Now, noble peers, the caufe why we are met 
Is— to determine of the coronation : 
In God's name, fpeak, when is the royal day ? 

Buck. Are all things ready for that royal time ? 

Stan. They are j and wants but nomination. 

Ely. To-morrow then I judge a happy day. 

Buck. Who knows the lord protector's mind herein ? 
Who is moft inward with the noble duke ? 

Ely. Your grace, we think, fhould fooneft know his 
mind. 

Buck. We know each other's faces t for our hearts, — 
He knows no more of mine, than I of yours j 
Nor I of his, my lord, than you of mine : — 
Lord Haftings, you and he are near in love/ 

Haft. I thank his. grace, I know he loves me well j 
But, for his purpofe in the coronation, 
I have not founded him, nor.he^deliver'd 
His gracious pleafure any )way A therein : 
But you, my noble lord, may name the time; 
And in the duke's behalf. I'll -give my voice, 
Which, I prefume; he'll take in gentle part. 



Enter Gloster. 



Ely. In happy time, here comes the duke himfelf. 
Glo. My noble lords and coufins, all, good morrow t 
V P I hav« 
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I have b % cen long a deeper ; but, I truft, 

My abfence doth neglect no great defign, 

Which by my presence might have been concluded. 

Buck. Had you not come upon your cue, my lord, 
William lord Haftings had pronounced your part,— 
I mean, your voice, — for crowning of the king. 

Glo. Than my lord Haftings, no man might be bolder j 
His lord/hip knows me well,' and loves me well.— 
My lord of Ely, when I was laft in Holborn, 
I faw good ftrawberries in your garden there j 
I do befeech you, fend for fome of them. 

Ely. Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart. 

[Exit Ely. 

Glo. Coufui of Buckingham, a word with you. 

[Takes him afide+ 
Catefby hath founded Haftings in our btriinefs \ 
And finds the tefty gentleman fb hot, 
That he will lofe his head, ere give confent, 
His maftef's child, as worfhipfully he terms it, 
Shall lofe the royalty of England's throne. 

Buck. Withdraw yourfelf awhile, I'll go with you. 

[Exeunt Gloster ^Buckingham. 

Stan. We have not yet fet down this day of triumph. 
To-morrow, in my judgement, is too fudden 5 
For I myfelf am not fo well provided, 
As elie I would be, were the day prolong'd. 

Re-enter Bijbop of Ely. 

Ely. Where is my lord protector r I have fent 
For thefe ftrawberries. . 1 

Haft. His grace looks cheerfully and fmooth this morn- 
ing? • ' " ' • "* ■ 
There's fom« concek or other likes him well, . • J 

When 
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When he doth bid good morrow with fuch fpirit. 
I think, there's ne'er a man in Chriftendom, 
Can lefler hide his love, or hate, than he $ 
For by bis face ftraight (hall you know his heart. 

Stan. What of his heart perceive you in his face, 
By any likelihood he (hpw'd to-day ? 

Haft, Marry, that with no man here he is offended i 
For, were he, he had (hown it in his looks. 

Re-enter Gloster and Buckingham. 

Gh. I pray you all, tell me what they deferve, 
That do confpire my death with devilifh plots 
Of damned witchcraft ; and that have prevailed 
Upon my body with their helliih charms ? 

Haft. The tender love I bear your grace, my lord, 
Makes me moft forward in this noble prefence 
To doom the offenders : Whofoe'er they be, 
I (ay, my lord, they have deferred death. 

Gh. Then be your eyes the witnefe of their evil, 
Look how I am bewitch'd j behold, mine arm 
Is, like a blafted fapling, withered up : 
And this is Edward's wife, that monftrous witch, 
Conforted with that harlot, (trumpet Shore, 
That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 

Haft. If they haye done this deed, my noble lord,— 

GJo. If 1 thou protector of this damned (trumpet, 
Talk'ft thou to me of ifs ? — Thou art a traitor : — 
Off with his head : — now, by Saint Paul I fwear, 
I will not dine until I fee the fame.— 
Lovel, and Cate(by , look, that it be done j— 
The reft, that love me, rife, and follow me. 

[Exeunt Council, ivitb Gloster. and Buckingham. 

Haft. Woe, woe, for England ! not a whit for me ; 

F a For 



08 KINO RICHARD III. AM III* 

For I, too fond, might have prevented this s 

Stanley did dream, the boar did rafe his helm \ 

But I difdain'd it, and did fcorn to fly. 

Three times to-day my foot- cloth horfe did (tumble* 

And ftartled, when he look'd upon the Tower, 

As loath to bear me to the (laughter-houfe. 

O, now I want the prieft that fpake to me t 

I now repent I told the purfuivant, 

As too triumphing, how mine enemies, 

To-day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd, 

And I myfelf fecure in grace and favour. 

O, Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curie 

Is lighted on poor Haftings' wretched head. 

« Gate. Defpatch, my lord, the duke would be at dinner ; 

Make a (hort (hrift, he longs to fee your head. 

Haft. O momentary grace of mortal men, 
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God ! 
Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks, 
Lives like a drunken failor on a maft ; 
Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 

Lvu. Come, come, defpatch $ 'tis bootlefs to exclaim. 

Haft. O, bloody Richard ! — miferable England ! 
I prophecy the fearful'ft time to thee, 
That ever wretched age hath look'd upon. — 
Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head j 
They fmile at me, who fhortly (hall be dead. [Exeunt. 



SCENE 



\ 
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SCENE V. 
The f am*. The Tower-walls. 

Enter Glostrr and Bucking ham, in rufy armour, 
marvellous ill- favour" J, 

Glo. Come, couiin, canft thou quake, and change thy 
cojour ? 
Murder thy breath in middle of a word, — 
And then again begin, and flop again, 
As if thou wert diftraught, and mad with terror ? 

Muck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian j 
Speak, and look back, and pry on every fide, 
Tremble and ftart at wagging of a itraw, 
Intending deep fufpicion : ghaftly looks 
Are at my fervice, like enforced fmiles j 
And both are ready in their offices, 
At any time, to grace my ftratagems. 
But what, is Catefby gone ? 

Glo. He is 5 and, fee, he brings the mayor along. 

Enter the Lord Mayor and C a t e s b y . 

Buck. Let me alone to entertain him. — Lord mayor,— 

Glo. Look to the draw-bridge there. 

Buck. Hark, hark ! a drum. 

Glo. Catefby, overlook the walls. 

Buck. Lord mayor, the reafon we have fent for you, — 

Gh. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies. 

Buck. God and our innocence defend and guard us ! 



F 3 Enter 
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Enter Lovel a*i Ratcliff, <u*fA Hastings's &*&£, 

G&. Be patient, they are friends $ Ratcliff, and Lovel* 

Low. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 
The dangerous and unfufpe&ed Haftings. 

CIo. So dear I lov'd the man, that I muft weep* 
I took him for the plaineft harmlefs't creature, 
That breath'd upon the earth a chriftian 5 
Made him my book, wherein my foul recorded 
The hiftory of all her fecret thoughts : 
So fmooth he daub'd his vice with (how of virtue, 
That, his apparent open guilt omitted, — 
I mean, his converfation with Shore's wife,— 
He liv'd from all attainder of fufpeft. 

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'ft (helter'd traitor 
That ever liv'd.— Look you, my lord mayor, 
Would you imagine, or almoffc believe, 
( Wefe't not, that by great prefervation 
We live to tell it you,) the fubtle traitor 
This day had plotted, in the council-houfe, 
To murder me, and my good lord of Glofter ? 

May. What ! had he lb ? 

Glo. What ! think you we are Turks, or infidels ? 
Or that we would, againft the form of law, 
Proceed thus rafhly in the villain's death \ 
But that the extreme peril of the cafe, 
The peace of England, and our perfons' fafety, 
EnforcM us to this execution ? 

May. Now, fair befal you 1 he deferv'd his death j. 
And your good graces both have well proceeded, 
To warn falfe traitors from the like attempts. 
I never look'd for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with miftrefs Shore. 

huck. 
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Buck. Yet had we not determined he fhould die, 
tJntil your lord/hip came to fee his end ; 
Which now the loving hafte of thcfe our friends, 
Somewhat againft our meaning, hath prevented ; 
Bccaufe, my lord, we would have had you heard 
The traitor fpeak, and timoroufly confefs 
The manner and the purpofe of his treafons ; 
That you might well have fignify'd the fame 
Unto the citizens, who, haply, may 
Mifconftrue us in him, and wail his death. 

May. But, my good lord, your grace's word {hall ferve> 
As well as I had feen, and heard him fpeak : 
And do not doubt, right noble princes both, 
But I'll acquaint our duteous citizens 
With all your juft procetdings in this cafe. 

Gh. And to that end we whVd your lord (hip here, 
To avoid the cenfures of the carping world. 

Buck. But fince you came too late of our intent, 
Yet witnefs what you hear we did intend : 
And fo, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell. 

[Exit Lord Mayor. 

Glo. Go, after, after, coufm Buckingham. 
The mayor towards Guidhall hies him in all poft :— > 
There, at your meeteft vantage of the time, 
Infer the baftardy of Edward's children i 
Tell them, how Edward put to death a citizen, 
Only for faying — he would make his fon 
Heir to the crown j meaning, indeed, his houfe, 
Which, by the fign thereof, was termed fo. 
Moreover, urge his hateful luxury, 
And beftial appetite in change of lull $ 
Which ftretch'd unto their fervants, daughters, wives, 
Even where his raging eye, or favage heart, 
Without control, lilted to make his prey. 

F 4 Nay, 
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Nay, for a need, thus far come near my perfon *-— 
Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Of that infatiate Edward, noble York, 
My princely father, then had wars in France \ 
And, by juft computation of the time, 
Found, that the iffue was not his begot ; 
Which well appeared in his lineaments, 
Being nothing like the noble duke my fathers ' 
Yet touch this fparingly, as 'twere far off; 
Becaufe, my lord, you know, my mother lives. 

Buck. Doubt not, my lord 5 I'll play the orator, 
As if the golden fee, for which I plead, 
Were for myfelf i and fo, my lord, adieu. 

Gb. If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard's caHlej 
Where you (hall find me well accompanied, 
Wifti reverend fathers, and well-learned bifliopa. 

Buck. I go 5 and, towards three or four o'clock, 
Look for the news that the Guild-hall affords. 

[Exit Buckingham. 
Gb. Go, Lovel, with all fpeed to doctor Shaw,— 
Go thou [to Cat.] to friar Penkerj — bid them both 
Meet me, within this hour, at Baynard's caftle. 

[Exeunt Lovel WCatesby. 
Now will I in, to take fome privy order 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of fight ; 
And to give notice, that no manner of perfon 
Pave, any time, recourfe unto the princes. [Exeunt. 



SCENE 



AHvll *in» micHXmo nr. 7$ 



SCENE VI. 
A Street. 

Enter a Scrivener. 

Scri<v. Here is the indiftment of the good lord Haftings j 
Which in a fet hand fairly is engrofs'd, 
That it may be to-day read o'er in Paul's. 
And mark how well the fequel hangs together : — 
Eleven hours I have fpent to write it over, 
For yefternight by Catelby was it fen t me j 
The precedent was full as long a doing : 
And yet within thefe five hours Haftings liv'd, 
Untainted, unexamined, free, at liberty. 
Here's a good world the while ! — Who is fo grofs. 
That cannot fee this palpable device r 
Yet who'fo bold, but lays — he fees it not ? 
Bad is the world 5 and all will come to nought, 
When fuch bad dealing mult be feen in thought. [Exit. 



SCENE VII. 
Toe fame. Court of Baynard's Cafile. 

Enter Gloster, and Buckingham, meeting. 

Glo. How now, how now ? what fey the citizens r 
Buck. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The citizens are mum, lay not a word. 
Glo. Touch'd you the baltardy of Edward's children f 
Bud. I did ; with his contract with Lady Lucy, 

And his contract by deputy in France : 

The infatiate greedinefs of. his deiires, 

And 
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And his enforcement of the city wives ; 

His tyranny for trifles j his own baftardy,— 

As being got, your father then in France ; 

And his refemblance, being not like the duke. 

Withal, I did infer your lineaments, — 

Being the right idea of your father, 

Both in your form and noblenefs of mind : 

Lay'd open all your victories in Scotland, 

Your difcipline in war, wifdom in peace, 

Your bounty, virtue, fair humility 5 

Indeed, left nothing, fitting for your purpofe, 

Untouched, or (lightly handled, in difcourfe. 

And, when my oratory grew to an end, 

I bade them,' that did love their country's good, 

Cry— God fane Richard, England's royal king ! 

Glo. And did they fo r 

Buck. No, Co God help me, they fpake not a word j 
But, like dumb ftatuas, or breathlefs (tones, 
Star'd on each other, and look'd deadly pale. 
Which when I faw, I reprehended them 5 
And afk'd the mayor, what meant this wilful fxlence : 
His anfwer was, — the people were not usM 
To be fpoke to, but by the recorder. 
Then he was urg'd to tell my tale again 5 — 
thus faith the duke, thus bath the duke inferred; 
But nothing fpoke in warrant from himfelf. 
When he had done, fome followers of mine own, 
At lower end o* the hall, hurl'd up their caps, 
And fome ten voices cry'd, God fane king Richard I 
"And thus I took the vantage of thofe few, — 
Thanks, gentle citizens, and friends, quoth Ij 
This general applaufe, and cheerful Jbout, 
Argues your ivifdont, and your love to Richard: 
And even here brake off, and came away. 
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Glo. What tongueleis blocks were tfeey, Would they 
not fpeak ? 
Will not the mayor then, and his brethren, come ? 

ifaoh The mayor is here at band $ Intend fame ftar j 
Be not you fpoke with, but by mighty iuit : 
And look you get a prayer-book in your hand, 
And ftand between two churchmen, good my lord ; 
For on that ground I'll make a holy defcant : 
And be not eafily won to our requefts 5 
Play the maid's part, ftill anfwer nay, and take it. 

Glo. 1 go 5 And if you plead as well for them, 
As I can fay nay to thee for myfelf, 
No doubt we'll bring it to a happy iffue. 

Buck. Go, go, up to the leads j the lord mayor knocks. 

[Exit Glosts*. 



Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and Citizen*. 

Welcome, my lord : I dance attendance here ; 
I think, the duke will not be fpoke withal.— 



Enter, from the Caftle, Catesby. 

Now, Catefby ? what fays your lord to my requeft ? 

Cote. He doth entreat your grace, my noble lord, 
To vifit him to-morrow, or next day : 
He is within, with two right reverend fathers, 
Divinely bent to meditation ; , 
And in no worldly fait would he be mov'd, 
To draw him from his holy exercife. 

Buck. Return, good Catefby, to the gracious duke i 
Tell him, myfelf, the mayor and aldermen, 
In deep defigns, in matter of great moment, 

No 
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No lefs Importing than our general good, 

Are come to have Tome conference with his grace. 

Gate. I'll fignify fo much unto him ftraight. [Exit. 

Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an Edward ! 
He is not lolling on a lewd day -bed, 
But on his knees at meditation j 
Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, 
But meditating with two deep divines 5 
Not fieeping, to engrofs his idle body, 
But praying, to enrich his watchful foul x 
Happy were England, would this virtuous prince 
Take on himfelf the fovereignty thereof; 
But, fure, I fear, we (hall ne'er win him to it* 

* May. Marry, God defend his grace (hould fay us nay ! 

• Buck. I fear, he will : Here Catelby comes again j— 

Re-eater Catesby, 

Now Cateiby, what fays his grace ? 

Gate. He wonders to what end you have aflembled 
Such troops of citizens to come to him, 
His grace not being warn'd thereof before : 
He fears, my lord, you mean no good to him. 

Buck. Sorry I am, my noble coufin {hould 
Sufpeft me, that I mean no good to him : 
By heaven, we come to him in perfect love ; 
And fo once more return and tell his grace. 

[Exit Catesby. 
When holy and devout religious men 
Are at their beads, 'tis hard to draw them thence 5 
So fweet is zealous contemplation. 



Enter 
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Enter Glostir, in a gallery, above* between tnm Bifbeps. 
Catesby returns* 

May. See, where his grace ftands 'tween two clergymen i 

Buck. Two props of virtue for a chriftian prince. 
To flay him from the fall of vanity: 
And, fee, a book of prayer in his hand i 
True ornaments to know a holy man. — 
Famous Plantagenet, moft gracious prince, 
Lend favourable ear to our requeft s $ 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of. thy devotion, and right-chriftian zeal. 

Glo. My lord, there needs no fuch apology; 
I rather do befeech you pardon me, 
Who, earneft in the fervice of my God, 
Neglect the vrfitation of my friends. 
But, leaving this, what is your grace's pleafure ? 

Buck. Even that, I hope, which pleafeth God above, 
And all good men of this ungovernM ifle. 

Glo. I do fufpeft, I have done fome offence, 
That feems difgracious in the city's eye 5 
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buck. You have, my lord 5 Would it might pleafe your 
grace, 
On our entreaties, to amend your fault ! 

Glo. Elfe wherefore breathe I in a Chriftian land ? 

Buck. Know, then, it is your fault, that you refign 
The fupreme feat, the throne majeftical, 
The fcepter'd office of your anceftors, 
Your ftate of fortune, and your due of birth, 
The lineal glory of your royal houfe, 
To the corruption of a blemiuVd flock : 
Whilfl, in the mildnefs of your fleepy thoughts, 

6 (Which 
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(Which here we waken to our country's good,) 
The noble ifle doth want her proper limbs j 
Her face defac'd with fears of infamy, 
Her royal ftock graft with ignoble plants, 
And almdft woulder'd in the fwallowing gulf 
Of dark forgetfulnefs and deep oblivion. 
Which to recure, we heartily folicit 
Your gracious felf to take on you the charge 
And kingly government of this your land ; 
Not as prote&or, fteward, fubftitute, 
Or lowly fa&or for another's gain 5 
But as fucceilively, from blood to blood. 
Your right of birth, your empery, your own* 
-For this, conforted with the citizens, 
Your very worfhipful and loving friends, 
And by their vehement mitigation, 
In this juft fuit come I to move your grace. 
Glo. I cannot tell, if to depart in filence, 
Or bitterly to fpeak in your reproof, 
Beft fitteth my degree, or your condition : 
If, not to anfwer, — you might haply think, 
Tongue-ty'd ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the golden yoke of fovereignty, 
Which fondly you would here impofe on me ; 
If to reprove you for this fuit of yours, 
So feafon'd with your faithful love to me, 
Then, on the other fide, I checked my friends. 
Therefore, — to fpeak, and to avoid the firft ; 
And then, in fpeaking, not to incur the laft, — 
Definitively thus I anfwer you. 
Your love deferves my thanks 5 but my defert 
Unmeritable, ftmns your high requeft. 
Firft, if all obftacles were cut away, 
And that my path were even to the crown, 

i As 
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As the ripe revenue and due of birth } 

Yef fo much is my poverty of fpirit, 

So mighty, and fo many, my defers, 

That I would rather hide me from my grcatnefs,— 

Being a bark to brook no mighty fea,— 

Than in my greatnefs covet to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory fmother'd. 

But, God be thankM, there is no need of me ; 

(And much I need to help you, if need were j) 

The royal tree hath left us royal fruit, 

Which, raellow'd by the ftealing hours of time, 

Will well become the feat of majefty, 

And make, no doubt, us happy. by his reign. 

On him I lay what you would lay on me, 

The right and fortune of his happy ftars,— «- 

Which, God defend, that I fliould wring from him ! 

Buck. My lord, this argues confcience in your grace j 
But the refpects thereof are nice and trivial, 
All circumftances well confidered. 
You fay, that Edward is your brother's £on 5 
So fay we too, but not by Edward's wife : 
For firft he was contract, to lady Lucy, 
Your mother lives a witnefs to his vow $ 
And afterwards by fubftitute betrothed 
To Bona, filler to the king of France. 
Thefe both ^ut by, a poor petitioner, 
A care-craz'd mother to a many fans, 
A beauty- waning and diftrefTed widow, 
Even in the afternoon of her beft days, 
Made prize and purchafe of his wanton eye, 
Seduc'd the pitch and height of all his thought* 
To bafe declenfion and loath'd bigamy: 
By her, in his unlawful bed, he got 
This Edward, whom our manners call — the prince. 

More 
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More bitterly could I expoftulate, 
Save that, for reverence to fome alive, 
I give a fparing limit to ray tongue. 
Then, good my lord, take to your royal felf 
This proffer'd benefit of dignity : 
If not to blefs us and the land withal, 
Yet to draw forth your noble anceftry 
From the corruption of abufmg time, 
Unto a lineal true derived courfe. 

May. Do, good my lord ; your citizens entreat you. 

Buck. Refufe not, mighty lord, this proffer'd love. 

Gate. O, make them joyful, grant their lawful fuit. 

Glo. Alas, why would you heap thofe cares on me ? ' 
I am unfit for ftate and majefty : — 
I do befeech you, take it not amifs ; 
I cannot, nor I will not yield to you. 

Buck, If you refufe it, — as in love and zeal, 
Loath to depofe the child, your brother's fon j 
As well we know your tendernefs of heart, 
And gentle, kind, effeminate remorfe, 
Which we have noted in you to your kindred, 
And equally, indeed, to all eftares, — 
Yet know, whe'r you accept our fuit or no, 
Your brother's fon (hall never reign our king j 
But we will plant fome other in the throne, 
To the difgrace and downfal of your houfe. 
And, in this refolution, here we leave you j — 
Come, citizens, we will entreat no more. 

[ Exeunt Buckingham and Citizens. 

Cate. Call them again, fweet prince, accept their fuit 5 
If you deny them, all the land will rue it. 

Glo* Will you enforce me to a world of cares ? 
Well, call them again ; I am not made of (tone, 

But 
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But penetrable to your kind entreaties, [Exit CatiiBY. 
Albeit againft my conference and jay Jkul.— 

Ri-emter Buckingham, and the reft. 

Coufin of Buckingham,— and (age, grave men,— 
Sinc&you will buckle fortune, pn my back, 
To bear, her burden, whe'r I will, or~no, 
I muft have patience to endure the load : 
But if black fcandal, or foul-fac'd reproach, 
Attend the fequel of your imposition, 
Your mere enforcement ftaU acquittance.me 
From all the impure blots, and Sains thereof j 
For God he knows, and yon may partly fee, 
How far I am from the fiefire of this. 

May. God blefs your grace ! we fee it, and wjttl Jay it. 

Glo. In hying fo, you Hull bat Ay the truth. 

Buck. Then I falute you with this royal .title,— 
Long live king Richard, ^EngUnd'* worthy kingl 

JU. Amen. 

Buck. To-morrow may it pleaiie you to be crowned r 

Gb. Even when you pleafe, fince you will have it (b. 

Buck. Totmorrow then we will attend your grace \ 
And fo, moft joyfully, we take our leave. 

Gh. Come, let us to our holy work again :— 

[To the Bifiopu 
Farewell, good coufini^Hfiw^well, gentle fiends. [Extant. 



ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 



Before the Tower. 



Enter, on one fide, Queen Elizabeth, Duebefi of York, 
and Marquis of Dor fetj on the other, Anne Duchefs of 
Glofter, leading Lady Margaret Plantagenet, 
Clarence's young daughter, 

Dueh. Who meets us here ? — my niece Plantagenet 
Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Glofter > 
Now, for my life, (he's wand'ring to the Tower, 
On pure heart's love, to greet the tender prince. — 
Daughter, well met. 

Anne. God give your graces both 

A happy and a joyful time of day ! 

^. Eliz. As much to you, good fitter ! Whither away? 

Anne. No further than the Tower 5 and, as I guefs, 
Upon the like devotion as yourfelves, 
To gratulate the gentle princes there. 

^. Elix. Kind fitter, thanks ; we'll enter all together : 

Enter Brakenbury. 

And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes. — 

Matter lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 

How doth the prince, and my young fon of York ? 

Brak. Right well, deal* madam t By your patience, 
I may not fuffer you to vifit them $ 
The king hath ftri&ly charg'd the contrary* 

^. Elix. The king ! who'* that ? 

Brak. "I mean, the lord protector. 

3. Eiix. 
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^. £#*. The Lord proteft him from that kingly title! 
Rath he fet bounds between their love, and me f 
I am their mother, Who (hall bar me from them ? 

Duck. I am their father's mother, I will fee them. 

Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in love their mother : 
Then bring me to their fights 5 111 bear thy blame, 
And take thy office from thee, on my peril. 

Brok. No, madam, no, I may not leave it fo$ 
I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me. 

[Exit Brakenbury. 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour hence, 
And I'll folate your grace of York as mother, 
And reverend looker-on of two fair queens.-— 
Come, madam, you rauft ftraigbt to Weftminfter. 

[To the Ducbefs of Glofter. 
There to be crowned Richard's royal queen. 

%. EB%. Ah, cut my lace afunder ! 
That my pent heart may have fome fcope to beat. 
Or dfe I fwoon with this dead -killing news. 
Aime. Detpiteful tidings ! O un pleating news 1 
Dor. Be of good cheer j— Mother, how fares your grace f 
£>. EKz. O Dorfet, fpeak not to me, get thee gone, 
Death and deftru&ion dog thee at the heels 3 
Thy mother's name is ominous to children t 
If thou wilt outftrip death, go crofs the feai, 
And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell. 
Go, hie thee, hie thee from this uaughterhoufe, 
Left thou encreafe the number of the dead $ 
And make me die the thrall of Margaret's curie,— 
Nor mother, wife, nor England's counted queen. 
Stan. Foil of wife cart is this your counfel, madam x— 
G 1 Take 
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Take all the Mft advantage of the hours ; 
You fhall have letters from me to my foil 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way s 
Be not ta'en tardy by unwife delay. 

Ducb. O ill-difperfing wind of mflery!— 
O my accurfed womb, the bed of death $ 
A cockatrice haft thou hatch'd to the world, 
Whofe unavoided eye is murderous ! 

Stan. Come, madam, come $ I in all hafte was fent. 

Anne. And I with all tmwxllingnef* will go.— 
O, would to God, that the inclufive verge 
Of golden metal, that muft round my brow, 
Were red-hot fteel, to {ear me to the brain ! 
Anointed let me be with^ deadly venom; 
And die, ere men can fay— God feve the queen t 

$j> Eliz. Go, go, poor foul, I envy not thy glory $ 
To feed my humour, wi(h thyfelf no harm. 

Amu. No! why?— When he, that is my hufband now, 
Came to me, as I followed Henry's code 5 
When fcarce the blood was well wafh'd from his haikfe, 
Which iuVd from my other angel hulband, 
And that dead faint which then I weeping followed * 
O, when* I fay, I look'd on Richard's face, 
' This was mywifh, — Be tbou, quoth I, occurs* d 9 , 
For making me, fi young, fiolda widow I 
And* when tbou wed* ft > let ferrow taunt thy bed - T 
And be thy wife (if any befi mad) 
Mire miferabh by the life of thee, 
'than tbou baft made me by my dear Urd't death f 
Lo, ere J can repeat this curie again, 
Even in fo (hort a fpace, my woman's heart 
Grofsly grew captive to hit honey words, 
And prov'd the fubje& of mine own ibul'a curfe : 
Which-ew finee hath held mine eyes from- reft j 

For 
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For never yet one hour in jits bed 

Did I enjoy the golden dew of fleep. 

But with his timorous dreams was ftill awak'd. 

Befides, he hates me for my- father Warwick \ 

And will, no doubt, (bortly be rid of me. 

^. Jg&c .Poor heart, adieu ; I pity thy complaining; 

Jbtm. No more than with my foul I mourn for yours. 

Dor. Farewell, thou woful welcomes of glory 1 

Asme. Adieu* poor foal, that tak'ft thy leave of it ! 

Ducb. Go thou to Richmond, and good fortune guide 
thee!— [to Dorset. 

Go thaw to Richard, and good angels tend thee !— 

[To Anne. 
Go thou to ian&uary, and good thoughts pouefs thee ! 

[To ^ Elizabeth. 
I to-my grave, where peace and reft lie with me ■ 
Eighty odd years of forrow have I feen, 
And each hour's joy wrecked with a week of teen. 

^. EMx. Stay yet ; look back, with me, unto the Tower.— 
Pity, you ancient Hones, thofe tender babes, 
Whom envy hath iramur'd within your walls ! 
Rough cradle for fuch little pretty ones ! 
Rude ragged nurfe ! old fallen play -fellow 
For tender princes, ufe my babies well! 
So fboHJh forrow bids your ftones farewell. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IL 
A Room of fiate in the Palace. 

Flourijb of trumpets. Richard, as king upon bis throne $ 
Buckingham, Catesby, a Page, and Others. 

K. Rich, Stand all apart.— Coufin of Buckingham,— 
G % Buck. 
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Buck, My gracious foverrign. 

K.Rich. Give me thy hand. That high, by thy advice, 
And thy afliftance, is king Richard feated i— 
But (hall we wear thefe glories for a day ? 
Or (hall they laft, and we rejoice in them ? 

Buck. Still live they, and for ever let them laft I 

K. Rich. Ah, Buckingham, now do I play the touch. 
To try if thou be current gold, indeed :— 
Young Edward lives ;— Think now what J would fpeak. 

puck. Say on, my loving lord. 

K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I fay, I would be king. 

Buck. Why, fo you are, my thrice-renowned liege. 

K. Rich. Hal am I king? 'Tis fo: but Edward lives. 

Buck. True, ntoble prince. 

K. Rich. O bitter confequence, 

That Edward dill fhould live,— true, noble prince I— 
Coufm, thou waft not wont to be fo dull :— • 
Shall I be plain ? I wifti the baftards dead $ 
And I would have it futfdenly performed. 
What fay'ft thou now? fpeak fuddenly, be brief. 

Buck. Your grace may do your pleafure. 

K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindnefs freezes : 
Say, have I thy confent, that they (hall die ? 

Buck. Give me fome breath, fome little paufe, dear lord, 
Before I pofitively fpeak in this : 

1 will refolve your grace immediately. 

[Exit Buckingham. 
Gate. The king is angry 5 fee, he gnaws his lip. [AJUe. 
K. Rich. I will converfe with iron-witted fools, 

\defcends from bis thront. 
And unrefpe&ive boys 5 none are for me, 
That look into me with confiderate eyes :— 
High- reaching Buckingham grows circumfpeft. — 
Boy,— 
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Page. My lord. 

K. Rich. Know'ft thou not any, whom corrupting gold 
Would tempt unto a clofe exploit of death i 

Page. I know a difcontenled gentleman, 
Whole humble means match not his haughty mind : 
Gold were as good as twenty orators, 
And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 

K. Rich. What is his name ? 

Page. His name, my lord, is— Tyrrd. 

K. Rich. I partly know the man j Go, call him hither, 
boy.— [Exit Page. 

The deep-revolving witty Buckingham 
No more (hall be the neighbour to my cqunfcls : 
Hath he fo long held out with me untir'4* 
And Hops he now for breath ?— well, be it fo.— 

Enter Stavljey. 

How now, lord Stanley ? what's the news'? 

Stan. Know, my loving lord, 

The marquis Dorfet, as I hear, is fled 
To Richmond, in the parts where he abides. 

K. Rich. Come hither, Catefbyx rumour it abroad, 
That Anne my wife is very grievous fick 5 
I will take order for her keeping clofe. 
Cnquire me out fome mean -born gentleman. 
Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence* daughter : — 
The boy is fooliih, and I fear not him.— 
Look, how thou dream'ft ! — I iky again, give out, 
That Anne my queen is tick, and like to die : 
About it ; for it ftands me much upon, 
To (lop all hopes, whofe growth may damage me. — 

[Exit C AXES BY. 

I mud be marry'd to my brother's daughter, 

G 4 Or 
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Or eUe my kingdom (bads on brittle glaft i-*- 
Mfaf dtr her brotherly and theit 2 injury her 1 
Uncertain way of gain 1 But I am in 
So far in bloody that fin will pluck on' fin. 
Tear-ftHing pity dwells not in this eye.— 

Re-enter Page* with TtiutEL. 

Is thy name— Tyrrel r 

%yr. James Tyrrel, and your raoft obedjent ftbjelt. 

K. Rich. Art thou, indeed ? 

9)r. Prove me, my gracious ford* 

K. Rid. Darll thou reJblve to kill a friend of mine ? 

fyr. Pleafe you ; but I had rather kill two enemies. 

JT. Rich. Why, then thou haft it j two deep enemies, 
Foes to my reft, and my fweet deep's difturbers, 
Are they that I would have thee deal upon :.- 
Tyrrel, I mean thofe baftards in the Tower. . 

Tyr. Let me have open means to come to them, 
And fron I'll rid you from the fear of them. 

K.Ricb. Thou fiftg'ft fweet mufick. Hark, come hither, 
Tyrrel j 
Go, by this token i— Rife, and lend thine ear: {Wb'tfters* 
There is no more but fo :«— Say, it is done, 
And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 

fjr. I will defpatch it ftraight. ' {Exit. 

Re-enter Buckingham. 

Buck. My lord, I havte confider'd in my mind 
The late demand that you did found me in. 
K.Ricb. Well, let that reft. Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 
Buck. I hear the news, my lord. 
JT, Rich. Stanley, he is your wife's fon :— WeH, look to ?t. 
4 Buck. 
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Buck. My lord; I claim the gift, roy due by promUc, 
For -which your honour and your faith is pawn'd j 
The earldom of Hereford, and the moveable*, 
Which yon have promised I (hall poflefs. 

K. Rich. Stanley, look to your wife 3 if (he convey 
Letters to Richmond, you mall anfwer it. 

Buck. What lays your highnefs to my juft requeft i 

K. Rich, I do remember me,— Henry the fixth 
Did prophecy, that Richmond fhould be king, 
When Richmond was a little peevifh boy. 
A king !— perhaps— 

Buck. My lord,— 

K. Rich. How chance, the prophet could not at that time 
Have told me, I being by, that X mould kill him f 

Buck. My lord, your promife for the earldom,— 

K. Rich. Richmond i— When laft I was at Exeter* 
The mayor in courtefy (how'd me the caftle, 
And call'd it — Rotige-iuont : at which name, I ftarted | 
Becaafe a bard of Ireland told me once, 
I mould not live long after I faw Richmond. 

Buck. My lord,— 

K. Rich. Ay, what's o'clock? 

Buck. I am thus bold 

To put your grace in mind of what you promrs'd me* 

K. Rich. Well, but what is't o'clock ? 

Buck. Upon the (broke 

Of ten. 

K.Rich. Well, letitflrike. 

Buck. Why letitflrike? 

K. Rich. Beeaufe that, Kke a Jack, thou keep'ft the ftroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 
I am not in the giving vein to-day. 

Buck. Why, then refolve me whe'r you will, or no. 

K. Rick. 
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K. Rich. Thou troubled me 5 I am not in the vein. 

[Exeunt King Richard and "Train. 

Muck. And is it thus ? repays he my deep fervice 
With fuch contempt ? made I him king for this ? 
O, let me think on Haftings 5 and be gone 
To Brecknock, while my fearful head is on. [Exit* 



SCENE III. 

The fame* 
Enter Tyrrel. 

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody aft is done $ 
The moft arch deed of piteous- maflacre, 
That ever yet this land was guilty of. 
Dighton, and Forreft, whom I did fuborn 
To do this piece of ruthlefs butchery, 
Albeit they were fteftTd villains, bloody dogs, 
Melting with tendernefs and mild companion, 
Wept like two children, in their death's fad ftory. 
O tbus t quoth Dighton, lay the gentle babes, — 
Thus, thus, quoth Forreft, girdling one another 
Within their alabafler innocent arms : 
Their lips nuerefour red rofes on aftalk, 
Whicby in their fummer beauty, kifs'd each other, 
A book of prayers on their pillow lay ; 
Which once, quoth Forreft, almoft chang* d my mind -, 
But, O, the devil — there the villain ftopp'd 5 
When Dighton thus told on, — nve /mothered 
The moft replenijhed Jhveet work of nature, 
That, from the prime creation, e y er Jbefram'd. — 
Hence both are gone with confcien.ee and remorfe, 

They 



I 
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They could not fpeak $ and fo I left them both, 
To bear this tidings to the bloody king. 

Enter King Richard. 

And here he comes 2— All health, my fovereign lord 1 
Km Rich. Kind Tyrfei I am I happy in thy news ? 
Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in charge 

Beget your happinefc be happy then, 

For it is done. 
K. Rich. But didft thou fee them dead ? 
Tyr. I did, my lord, 

K. Rich. And buried, gentle Tyrret r 

Vyr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried them ; 

But where, to fay the truth, I do not know. 
K. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, foon at after fupper. 

When thou (halt tell the procefs of their death. 

Mean time, but ti)ink how I may do thee good, 

And be inheritor of thy defire. 

Farewell, till then,. 
Tyr. I humbly take my leave* [Exit, 

K. Rich. The fon of Clarence have I pen'd up clofe j 

His daughter meanly have I match'd in marriage j 

The fons of Edward fleep in Abraham's bofom, 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night. 

Now, for I know the Bretagne Richmond aims 

At young Elizabeth, my brother's daughter, 

And, by that knot, looks proudly on the crown, 

To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer. 

Enter Cat«sby. 

Pate. My Jord,-r 

K. Rick. 
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K. Rich* Good news or bad, that thou com'ft in fo 

bluntly? 

Cote. Bad news, my lord : Morton is fled to Richmond j 
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy WeMhmen, 
Is in the field, and ftill his power encreafeth. 

K. Rich. Ely witii Richmond troubles me more near, 
Than Buckingham and bis rath-levied ftrength. 
Come,— I have learn'd, that fearful commenting 
Is leaden fervitor to dull delay $ 
Delay leads impotent and fhail-pacM beggary: 
Then fiery expedition be my wing, 
Jove's Mercury, and herald for a kingt 
Go, Jhtifter men : My cotinfel is my flrield ; 
We nraftbe brief, when traitors brave the field. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. 

The fame. Before the Palace. 
Enter Queen Margaret. 

3* Mar. So, now profperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death. 
Here in thefe confines flily have I lurk'd, 
To watch the waning of mine enemies. 
A dire induction am I witnefs to, 
And will to France ; hoping, the confequence 
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical. 
Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret ! who comes here ? 

Enter $ueen Elfzabsth, amdtbt Duchefs gf York. 

*%. EKz. Ah, my poor princes ! ah, my tender babes ! 
My unblown flpwers, new-appearing fweets ! 

*f 
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If yet your gentle fouls fly in die air, 
And be not fiVd in doom perpetual, 
Hover about me with your airy wings, 
And hear your mothers lamentation! 

^. Mar. Hover about her 5 fey, that right for right 
Hath dimm'd your infant morn to aged night. 

Ducb. So many miferies have cras'd my voice, 
That my woe- wearied tongue is ftill and mute,— 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead > 

%. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 

3. Eli%. Wilt thou, O God, fly from fuch gentle lambs, 
And throw them in the entrails of the wolf? 
When didft thou deep, when fuch a detd was done r 

%. Mar. When holy Harry died, and my fweet (on. 

Ducb. Dead life, blind fight, poor mortal-living ghoft. 
Woe's fcene, world's ihame, grave's due by life ufurp'd, 
Brief abftraft and record of tedious days, 
Reft thy unreft on England's lawful earth, [Sitting daw*. 
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood ! 

3. EKx. Ah, that thou woild'ft as foon afford a grave. 
As thou canft yield a melancholy feat ; 
Then would I hide my bones, not reft them here 1 
Ah, who hath any caufe to mourn, but we r 

[Sitting down by ber* 

.1^ Mar. If ancient forrow be moft reverent, 
Give mine the benefit of feniory , 
And let my griefs frown on the upper hand. 
If forrow can admit fociety, [Sitting down with tbm 9 

Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine :-— 
I had an Edward, tilt a Richard kilPd him j 
I had a huiband, till a Richard kill'd him 1 
Thou had'ft an Edward, till a Richard killM him * 
Thou hadft a Rkhard, till a Richard kill'd him. 

Dnch 
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Ducb. I had a Richard too, and thou didft kill him j 
I had a Rutland too, thou holp'ft to kill him. 

S(. Mar. Thou hadft a Clarence too, and Richard kill'd 
him. 
From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death i 
That dog, that had his teeth, before his eyes, 
To worry lambs, and lap their gentle blood $ 
That foul defacer of God's handy-work 5 
That excellent grand tyrant of the earth, 
That reigns in galled eyes of weeping fouls, 
Thy womb let loofe, to chafe us to our graves.-* 
O upright, juft, and true-difpofing God, 
How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the iflue of his mother's body, 
And makes her pew-fellow with others' moan I 

Ducb. O, Harry's wife, triumph not in my woes j 
God witnefs with me, I have wept for thine. 

^. Mar. Bear with me j I am hungry for revenge. 
And new I cloy me with beholding it. 
Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward $ 
Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward; 
Young York he is but boot, becaufe both they 
Match not the high perfeclion of my lofs. 
Thy Clarence he is dead, that ftabb'd my Edward j 
And the beholders of this tragick play, 
The adulterate Haftings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey r 
Untimely fmother'd in their dulky graves. 
Richard yet lives, hell's black intelligencer ; 
Only referv'd their feclor, to buy fouls, 
And fend them thither : But at hand, at hand, 
Enfues his piteous and unpitied end : 
Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, faints pray, 
To Jjave him fuddenly convey'd from hence ;— 

Cancel 
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Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray, 
That I may live to (ay, The dog is dead ! 

^. Eliz. O, thou didft prophecy, the time would come, 
That I fhould wifli for thee to help me curfe 
That bottled fpider, that foul btmck-back'd toad. 

^. Mar. I calTd thee then, vain nourifh of my fortune 3 
I call'd thee then, poor (hadow, painted queen : 
The prefentation of but what I was, 
The flattering index of a direful pageant, 
One heav"d a high, to be hurl'd down below 1 
A mother only moclc'd with two fair babes 5 
A dream of what thou waft $ a garifh flag, 
To be the aim of every dangerous ihot j 
A fign of dignity, a breath, a bubble * 
A queen in jeft, only to fill the fcene. 
Where is thy hufband now ? where be thy brothers ? 
Where be thy two fons ? wherein doft thou joy ? 
Who fues, and kneels, and fays — God fave the queen ? 
Where be the bending peers that flatterM thee ? . 
Where be the thronging troops that followed thee ? 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art. 
For happy wife, a moft diftreffed widow $ 
For joyful mother, one that wails the name ; 
For one being fued to, one that humbly fues j 
For queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care : 
For one that fcorn'd at me, now fcorn'd of me j 
For one being fear'd of all, now fearing one 5 
For one commanding all, obey'd of none. 
Thus hath the courfe of juftice wheeiM about, 
And left thee but a very prey to mine ; 
Having no more but thought of what thou werr, 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 
Thou didft ufurp my place, And doft thou not 
Ufurp the juft proportion of my forrow > 

Now 
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Now thy proud neck bears half my bnrdenM yokej 

From which even here I flip my wearied head, 

And leave the burden of it all on thee. 

Farewell, York's wife,— and queen of (ad mifchance/— 

Thefe Englim woes wall make me fmile in France. 

4, ESz. O thou well (kfrTd in curfes, ftay a while, 
And teach me how to qtrrfe mine enemies. 

$j Mar. Forbear to deep the night, and faft the. day j 
Compare dead bappinefs with living woe j 
Think that thy babes were fairer than they were. 
And he, that (lew them, fouler than he is : 
Bettering thy lofs makes the bad-caufer worfe ; 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curie. 

3j£/&. My words are dull, O, quicken them with 
thine ! 

f^fttar. Thy woes will make them (harp, and pierce- 
like mine. [Exit £>. Margaret. 

Ducb. Why (hould calamity be full of words ? 

£(. Elix. Windy attorneys to their client woes, 
Airy fucceeders of inteftate joys, 
Poor breathing orators of miferies ! 
Let them have /cope : though what they do impart 
Help nothing elfe, yet do they eaie the heart. 

Duch. If fo, then be not tongue- ty'd : go with me,/ 
And in the breath of bitter words let's fmother 
My damned fon, that thy two fweet fons fmotherM. 

[Drum, <witbw. 
I hear bis drum,— be copious in exclaims. 

Enter King Richard, and his Train, marching. 

&. Rich. Who intercepts me in my expedition ? 
Ducb. O, (he, that might have intercepted thee, 

By 
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By ftrangling thee in her accurfed womb, 

From all the (laughters, wretch, that thou haft done. 

^ EU%. HicTft thou that forehead with a golden crown, 
Where mould be branded, if that right were right, 
The flaughter of the prince that ow'd that crown, 
And the dire death of my poor fons, and brothers ? 
Tell me, thou villain-flave, where are my children ? 

Ducb. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother 
Clarence ? 
And little Ned Plantagenet, his fon ? 

S^Eli*. Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, Grey? 

Ducb. Where is kind Haftings ? 

K. Rich. A nourifh, trumpets!— ft rike alarum, drums 1 
Let not the heavens hear thefe tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lord's anointed : Strike, I fay.— 

\FlouriJb. 4farums. 
Either be patient, and entreat me fair, 
Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 

Due b. Art thou my fon ? 

K. Rich. Ay i I thank God, my father, and yourfelf. 

Ducb. Then patiently hear my impatience. 

AT. Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your condition, 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 

Ducb. O, let me fpeak. 

K. Rich. Do, then ; but 1*11 not hear. 

Ducb. I will be mild and gentle in my words. 

K. Rich. And brief, good mother; for I am in hade. 

Ducb. Art thou fp hafty ? I have (hid for thee, 
God knows, in torment and in agony. 

K. Ricb. And came I not at laft to comfort you ? 

Ducb. No, by the holy rood, thou know'ft it well, 
Thou canVft on earth to make the earth my hell. 
A grievous burden wai thy birth to me j 

H Tetchy 
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Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy j 
Thy fchool-days, frightful, defperate, wild, and furious j 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and venturous j 
Thy age confirmed, proud, fubtle, fly, and bloody, 
More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred : 
What comfortable hour canft thou name, 
That ever grae'd me in thy company ? 
K. Rich. 'Faith, none, but Humphrey Hour, that call'd 
your grace 
To breakfeft once, forth of my company. 
If I be fo difgracious in your fight, 
Let me march on, and not offend you, madam.— » 
Strike up the drum. 
Ducb. I pr'ythee, hear me fpeak. 

K. Rich. You fpeak too bitterly. 
Duch. Hear me a word % 

For I (hall never fpeak to thee again. 
K.Ricb. So. 

Duch. Either thou wilt die, by God's juft ordinance. 
Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror; 
Or I with grief and extreme age (ball perifti, 
And never look upon thy face again. 
Therefore, take with thee my moft heavy curie ; 
Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more, 
Than all the complete armour that thou wear'ft ! 
My prayers on tke adverfe party fight*} 
And there the little fouls of Edward's children 
Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies. 
And promife them fuccefs and victory. 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end ; 
Shame ferves thy life, and doth thy death attend. [Exit. 
QjEiisc. Though far more caufc, yet much lefs fpirit 
to curie 
Abides in me $ I (ay amen to her. [Going. 

i K.Ricb. 
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K. Rich* Stay, madam, I muft fpeak a word with you. 
3s EUz. I have no more Tons of the royal blood, 
For thee to murder : for my daughters, Richard,—- 
They (hall be praying nuns, not weeping queens; . 
And therefore level not to hit their lives. 

K. Rid. You have a daughter caird— Elizabeth, 
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 

^. Eliz. And muft (he die for this ? O, let her live, 
And III corrupt her manners, (lain her beauty j 
Slander myfelf, as falfe to Edward's bed 5 
Throw over her the veil of infamy : 
So (he may live unfcarr'd of bleeding (laughter, 
I will confefs (he was not Edward's daughter. 
K. Rich. Wrong not her birth, ibe is of royal blood. 
%. Eliz. To fave her life, I'll fay— (he is not fo. 
K.Ricb. Her life is fafeft only in her birth. 
3. Eliz. And only in that fafety died her brothers. 
K. Rich. Lo, at their births good ftars were oppofite. 
Q. Eliz. No, to their lives bad friends were contrary. 
K. iicb. All una voided is the doom of deftiny. 
3. Eliz. True, when avoided grace makes deftiny t 
My babes were deftinM to a fairer death, 
If grace had blefs'd thee with a fairer life. 
K.Ricb. You fpeak, as if that I had (lain my coufin*. 
2^. Eliz. Coufins, indeed ; and by their uncle cozen *d 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 
Whdfe hands foever lanc'd their tender hearts, 
Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction : 
No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt, 
Till it was whetted on thy ftone-hard heart, 
To revel in the entrails of my lambs. 
But that (till ufe of grief makes wild grief tarn:, 
' My tongue (hould to thy ears not name my boys, 
Till that my nails were anchored in thine eyes j 

Ha And 
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And I, in fuch a defperate bay of death, 
Like a poor bark, of falls and tackling reft, 
Ru(h all to pieces on thy rocky bofom. 

K. Rich. Madam, fo thrive I in my enterprise, 
And dangerous fuccefs of bloody wars, 
As I intend more good to you and yours, 
Than ever you or yours by me were harm'd 1 

^. Eliz. What good is covered with the face of heaven, 
To be difcover'd, that can do me good? 

K. Rich. The advancement of your children, gentle lady. 

£>. Eli%. Up to fome fcaffbld, there to lofe their heads ? 

K. Rich. No, to the dignity and height of fortune, 
The high imperial type of this earth's glory. 

£%. Eliz. Flatter my forrows with report of it ; 
Tell me, what ftate, what dignity, what honour, 
Canft thou demife to any child of mine ? 

K. Rich, Even all I have; ay, and rayfelf and all, 
Will I withal endow a child of thine $ 
So in the Lethe of thy angry foul 
Thou drown the fad remembrance of thofe wrongs, 
Which, thou fuppofeft, I have done to thee. 

%. Eliz. Be brief, left that the procefs of thy kindnefj 
Laft longer telling than thy kindnefs* date. 

K. Rich. Then know, that, from my foul, I love thy 
daughter. 

%. Eliz. 'My daughter's mother thinks it with her foul. 

K. Rich. What do you think ? 

%. Eliz. That thou doft love my daughter, from thy 
fouls 
So, from thy foul's love, didft thou love her brothers j 
And, from my heart's love, I do thank thee for it. 

K. Rich. Be not fo hafty to confound my meaning x 
I mean, that with my foul I love thy daughter, 
And do intend to make her queen of England. 

3; El'lZ. 
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^. Eliz. Well then, who doft thou mean (hall be her 

king? 
K.Ricb. Even he, that makes her queen 5 Who elfe 

mould be ? 
Si Eliz. What, thou? 
K.Ricb. Evenfo: What think you of it, 

madam? 
% Eliz. How canft thou woo her ? 
K. Rich. That I would learn of you, 

As one being belt acquainted with her humour. 
^. Eliz. And wilt thou learn of me ? 
K. Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 

^. Eliz. Send to her, by the man that flew her brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts 1 thereon engrave, 
Edward, and York j then, haply, will ftie weep : 
Therefore prefent to her,-»-as fometime Margaret 
Did to thy father, fteep'd in Rutland's blood,— 
A handkerchief $ which, fay to her, did drain 
The purple fap from her fweet brother's body, 
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withal. 
If this inducement move her not to love, 
Send her a letter of thy noble deeds 5 
Tell her, thou mad'ft away her uncle Clarence, 
Her uncle Rivers ; ay,, and, for her fake, 
Mad'ft quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne. 

K. Rich. You mock me, madam 5 this is not the way 
To win your daughter. 

^ Eliz. Thereis no other way j 

Unlefs thou could'ft put on fome other fhape, 
And not be Richard that hath done all this. 
K. Rich. JSay, that I did all this for love of her ? 
%. Eliz* Nay, then indeed, lhe cannot choofe but have 
thee, 
Having bought love with fucn a bloody fpoil. 

H 3 K. Rich. 
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K. IticB. Look, what is done cannot be now amended : 

Men ihall deal unadvifedly fometimes, 

Which after- hours give leifure to repent. 

If I did take the kingdom from your fons, 

To make amends, I'll give it to your daughter. 

If I have kiird the iflue of your womb, 

To quicken your increafe, I will beget 

Mine iflue of your blood upon your daughter* 

A grandam's name is little lefs in love, 

Than is the doting title of a mother 5 

They are as children, but one ftep below, 

Even of your mettle, of your very blood j 

Of all one pain, — fave for a night of groans 

Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like forrow. 

Your children were vexation to your youth, 

But mine fhallbe a comfort to your age. 

The lofs, you have, is but — a fon being king, 

And, by that lofs, your daughter is made queen* 

I cannot make you what amends I would, 

Therefore accept fuch kindnefs as I can. 

Dorfet your fon, that, with a fearful foul, 

Leads difcon tented fteps in foreign foil, 

This fair alliance quickly (hall call home 

To high promotions and great dignity : 

The king, that calls your beauteous daughter,— wife, 

Familiarly (ball call thy Dorfet — brother j 

Again (hall you be mother to a king, 

And all the ruins of diftrefsful times 

Repair'd with double riches of content. 

What ! we have many goodly days to fee : 

The liquid drops of tears that you have fhed, 

Shall come again, transformed to orient pearl j 

Advantaging their loan, with intereft 

Of ten -times-double gain of happinefs. 

Go 
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Go then, ray mother, to thy daughter go ; 
Make bold her ba(hful years with your experience j 
Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale j 
Put in her tender heart the afpiring flame 
Of golden fov'reignty; acquaint the princefs 
With the fwcet filent hours of marriage joyss 
And when this arm of mine hath chaftifed 
The petty rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 
Bound with triumphant garlands will I come, 
And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed ; 
To whom I will retail my conqueft won, 
And (he mall be fole vi&refs, Caefer's Csefar. 

^. EHz. What were I beft to fay ? her father's brother 
Would be her lord ? Or (hall I iky, her uncle ? 
Or, he that (lew her brothers, and her uncles ? 
Under what title (hall I woo for thee, 
That God, the law, my honour, and her love, 
Can make feem pleating to her tender years ? 

JT. Rich. Infer fair England's peace by this alliance, 

^. Eliz. Which (he fhall purchase with ftill lafting war, 

K. Rich. Tell her, the king, that may command, en- 
treats. 

£>. Eliz. That at her hands, which the king's King 
forbids. 

K. Rich. Say, (he (hall be a high and mighty queen. 

£>. Eliz. To wail the title, as her mother doth. 

K. Rich. Say, I will love., her everlaftingly. 

2^ Eliz. But how long (hall that title, ever, laft? 

K. Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair life's end. 

^. Eliz,. Bat how long fairly (hall her fweet life laft ? 

K. Rich. As long as heaven* and nature, lengthens it* 

££. Eliz. As long as hell, and Richard, likes of it. 

K. Rich. Say I, ner fov'reign, am her fubjeft low. 

^ Eliz. But (he, your fubjec>, loaths fuch fov'reignty. 
H 4 K. Rich. 
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it. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 

S^Eliz. An honeft tale fpecds bed, being plainly told. 

K. Rich. Then, in plain terms tell her my loving tale. 

4>. Eliz. Plain, and not honeft, is too harm a ftyle. 

K. Rich, Your reafons are too mallow and too quick. 

£(. Eliz. O, no, my reafons are too deep and dead 3 — 
Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their graves. 

K. Rtcb. Harp not on that firing, madam 5 that is paft. 

8^ Eliz. Harp on it ftill (hall I, till beart-ftrings break. 

K. Rich. Now, by my george, my garter, and my 
crown, — 

S^Eliz. Profan'd, difhonour'd, and the third ufurp'd. 

K. Rich. I fwear. 

£>. Eliz. By nothing j for this is no oath* 

Thy george, profan'd, hath loft his holy honour; 
Thy garter, blemifh'd, pawn'd his knightly virtue j 
Thy crown, ufurp'd, difgrae'd his kingly glory : 
If fomething thou wouldft fwear to be believ'd, 
Swear then by fomething that thou haft not wrong'd. 

K. Rkb. Now by the world, — 

£>. Eliz. *Tis fulL of thy foul wrongs. 

K. Rich. My father's death,— 

S^ Eliz. Thy life hath that dishonoured. 

JT. Rich. Then, by myfelf,— 

S^ Eliz. Thy felf is felf .mifoi'd. 

K. Rich. Why then, by God,— 

*£. Eliz. God's wrong is moil of all. 

If thou had'ft fear'd to break an oath by him, . 
The unity, the king thy brother made, 
Had not been broken, nor my brother (lain. 
Jf thou had'ft fear d to break an oath by him, 
The imperial metal, circling now thy head, 
Had grae'd the tender temples of my child ; 
And both the princes had been breathing here, 

Which 
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Which now, two tender bed-fellows fhr duft. 
Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms. 
What canft thou fwear by now ? 

K. Rich. By the time to come. 

££. Etiz. That thou haft wronged in the time o'er-pafts. 
For I myfelf have many tears to warn 
Hereafter time, for time pad, wroog'd by thee. 
The children live, whofe parents thou haft daughter d, 
Ungovern'd youth, to wail it in their ages 
The parents live, whofe children thou haft butcher'd, 
Old barren plants, to wail it with their age. 
Swear not by time to come ; for that thou haft 
Mifus'd ere us'd, by times ill-us'd o'er-paft. 

K. Rich. As I intend to profper, and repent! 
So thrive I in my dangerous attempt 
Of hoftile arms ! myfelf myfelf confound ! 
Heaven, and fortune, bar me happy hours ! 
Day, yield me not thy lights nor, night, thy reft! 
Be oppofite all planets of good luck 
To my proceeding, if, with pure heart's love, 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 
I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter! 
In her coniifts my happinefs, and thine * 
Without her, follows to myfelf, and thee, 
Herfelf, the land, and many a chriftian foul, 
Death, defolation, ruin, and decay i 
It cannot be avoided, but by this i 
It will not be avoided, but by this. 
Therefore, dear mother, (I muft call you £>,) 
Be the attorney of my love to her. 
Plead what I will be, not what I have been ; 
Not my deferts, but what I will deferve : 
Urge the neceffity and ftate of times, 
And be not peevifh found in great defigns. 
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^. £/?*. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus ? 

K. Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do good. 

^. Eliz. Shall I forget myfelf, to be myfclf r 

JT. Rich. Ay, if your felf *s remembrance wrong your- 
felf. 

^. £&g. But thou didft kill my children. 

it. /to*. But in your daughter's womb I bury them 1 
Where, in that neft of fpicery, they (hall breed 
Selves of themfelves, to your recomforture. 

^. ESz. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will ? 

K. Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed. 

£{. EU%. I go. — Write to me very (hortly, 
And you (hall underftand from me her mind. 

K.Ricb. Bear her my true love's kifs, and fo farewell. 
[Ktffwgbtr. Exit 2^ Elizabeth. 
Relenting fool, and (hallow, changing — woman ! 
How now ? what news ? 

Enter Ratcliff 5 Catesby following. 

. Rat. Mod. mighty fovereign, on the weftern coaft 
Rideth a puiffant navy ; to the fbore 
Throrig many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 
Unarm'd, and unrefolv'd to beat them back : 
*Tis thought, that Richmond is their admiral j 
And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them afliore. 
* K. Rich. Some light- foot friend pod to the duke of 

Norfolk:— 
Ratcliff, thyfelf,—or Catefby ; where is he ? 

Cote. Here, my good lord. 

JT. Ricb. Catefby, fly to the duke. 

Cote. I will, my lord, with all convenient hafte. 

K. Rich. Ratcliff, come hither : Poft to Salisbury 5 

When 
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When thou com'ft thither,— Dull unmindful villain, 

[ToCatesbt. 
Why ftay'ft thou here, and go'ft not to the duke ? 
CdXe. Firft, mighty liege, tell me your highnefs' plea- 
fure, 
What from your grace I ihall deliver to him. 

K. Rich. O, true, good* Catefby j — Bid him levy ftraight 
The greateft ftrengtb and power he can make, 
And meet me fuddenly at Salisbury. 
Gate. I go. [Exit. 

Rat. What, may it pleafe you, (hall I do at Salifbury ? 
K. Rich. Why, what would'H thou do there, before I 

go ? 
Rat. Your highnefc told me, I fhould poll before. 

Enter Stanley. 

K. Rich. My mind is changed. — Stanley, what news with 
you ? 

Stan. None good, my liege, to pleafe you with the 
hearing 5 
Nor none fo bad, but well may be reported. 

K. Rich. Heyday, a riddle ! neither good, nor bad 1 
What need'ft thou run io many miles about, 
When thou may'ft tell thy tale the neareft way ? 
Once more, what news ? 

Stan. Richmond is on the feas. 

K. Rich. There let him fink, and be the feas on him ! 
White-liver' d runagate, what dotb he there ? 

Stan. I know not, mighty fovereign, but by guefs. 

K. Rich. Well, as you guefs ? 

Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorfet, Buckingham, and Morton, 
He makes for England, here to claim the crown. 

K. Rich. Is the chair empty ? is the fword unfway'd ? 

It 
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Is the king dead I the empire unpoflefs'd ? 
What heir of York is there alive, but we? 
And who is England's king, but great York's heir? 
Then* tell me, what makes he upon the feas } 

Stan. Unlefs for that, my liege, I cannot guefs. 

K. Rich. Unlefs for that he comes to be your liege, 
You cannot guefs wherefore the Welfhman conies. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I feaY. 

Stan. No, mighty liege j therefore miftruft me not. 

K. Rich. Where is thy power then, to beat him back ? 
Where be thy tenants, and thy followers ? 
Are they not now upon the weftern more, 
Safe-conducting the rebels from their fhips ? 

Stan. No, my good lord, my friends are in the north. 

K.Ricb. Cold friends to me: What do they in the 
north, 
When they mould ferve their fovereign in the weft ? 

Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty king ; 
Pleafeth your majetty to give me leave, 
I'll mutter up my friends 3 and meet your grace, 
Where, and what time, your majetty fhall pleafe. 

K. Rich. Ay, ay, thou wouldft be gone to join with 
Richmond : 
I will not truft you, fir. 

Stan. Moft mighty fovereign, 

You have no caufe to hold my friendfhip doubtful : 
I never was, nor never will be falfe. 

K. RUb. Well, go, mutter men. But, hear you, leave 
behind 
Your fon, George Stanley : look your heart be firm, 
Or elfe his head's aflurance is but frail. 

Stan. So deal with him, as I prove true to you. 

[Exit Stanley. 

Enter 
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&tf*r a Meflenger. 

M<?/I My gracious Sovereign, now in Devonfhire, 
A* I by friends am well advertifed, 
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate, 
Bifhop of Exeter, his elder brother, 
With many more confederates, are in arms. 

Enter another Meflenger. 

%Mef. In Kent, my liege, the Guildfords are in arms; 
And every hour more competitors 
Flock to the rebels, and their power grows ftrong. 

Enter another Meflenger. 

3 Mef. My lord, the army of great Buckingham— 

K. Rich. Out on ye, owls 1 nothing but fongs of death ? 

[Heflrikes him. 
There, take thou that, till thou bring better news. 

3 Mef. The news I have to tell your majefty, 
Is, — that, by fudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham's army is difpe<Vd and fcatter'd j 
And he himfelf wander'd away alone, 
No man knows whither. 

K. Rich. X), I cry you mercy : 

There is my purfe, to cure that blow of thine. 
Hath any well- ad vi fed friend proclaim'd 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in ? 

3 Mef. Such proclamation hath, been made, my liege. 

Enter another Meflenger. 

4 Mef. Sir Thomas Lovel, and lord marquis Dorfer, 

•Tis 
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*Tis (aid, my liege, in Yorkshire are in arms. 

But this good comfort bring I to your highnefs,— 

The Bretagne navy is difpers'd by tempeft : 

Richmond, in Derfetfliire, fent out a boat 

Unto the (hore, to afk thofe on the banks, 

If they wore his afliftants, yea, or no ; 

Who anfwer'd him, they came from Buckingham 

Upon his party: he, miftrufting them, 

Hois'd fail, and made his courfe again for Bretagne. 

K. Rich. March on, march on, fince we are up in arms ; 
If not to fight with foreign enemies, 
Vet to beat down thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter Catesby. 

Cote. My liege, the duke of Buckingham is taken. 
That is the beft news ; That the earl of Richmond 
Is wkh a mighty power landed at Mil ford, 
Is colder news, but yet they muft be told. 

K. Rich. Away towards Salifbury 5 while we reafon here, 
A royal battle might be won and loft :— 
Some one .take order, Buckingham be brought 
To Salifbury j— the reft march on with me. [Exeunt* 



SCENE V. 

A Room in Lord Stanley's Hwfe. 

Enter Stanley and Sir Christopher Urswick. 

Stan. Sir Chriftopher, tell Richmond this from me 1— 
That, in the tty of this moil bloody boar, 
My fon George Stanley is frank'd up in hold j 
If I revolt, off goes young George's head j . 

The 
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The fear of that withholds my prefent aid. 
But, tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 

Cbrif. At Pembroke, or at Ha'rford-weft, in Wales, * 

Stan. What men of name refort to him ? 

Cbrif. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned foldier j 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, fir William Stanley; 
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, fir James Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crewj 
And many other of great fame and worth : 
And towards London do they bend their courfe, 
If by the way they be not fought withal. 

Stan. Well, hie thee to tby lord ; commend me to him'} 
Tell him, the queen hath heartily confented 
He (hall efpoufe Elizabeth her daughter. 
Thefe letters will refolve him of my mind. 
Farewell. [Gives papers to Sir Christopher. Exeunt* 



ACT 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 



Salisbury. An open Place. 

t 

Enter the Sheriff, and Guard, with Buckingham, led to 

execution. 

Buck. Will not king Richard let me fpcak with him f 

Sber. No, my good lerd ; therefore be patient. 

Buck. Haftings, and Edward's children, Rivers, Grey, 
Holy king Henry, and thy fair fon Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that have mifcarried 
By underhand corrupted foul injuftice ; 
If that your moody difcontented fouls 
Do through the clouds behold this prefent hour, 
Even for revenge mock my deftruftion '.— 
This is All-Souls* day, fellows* is it not ? 

Sber. It is,* my lord. 

Buck, .Why, then All-Souls* day is my body's doomfday . 
This is the day, which, in king Edward's time, 
I wiuVd might fall on me, when I was found 
Falfe ta his children, or his wife's allies : 
This is the day, wherein I wifliM to fall 
By the falfe faith of him whom raoft I traded j 
This, this All-Souls* day to my fearful foul, 
Is the determined refpite of my wrongs. 
That high All-feer which I dally'd with, 
Hath turn'd my feigned prayer on my head, 
And given in earned what I begg'd in jeft. 
Thus doth he force the fwords of wicked men 
To turn their own points on their matters' bofoms : 
Thus Margaret's curfe falls heavy on my neck, — 

When 
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When he, quoth (he, JhaHJpUt thy heart nvithfirrow, 
Remember Margaret iuos a propbetefs.— 
Come, firs, convey me to the block of ihame ; 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

[Exeunt Buckingham, &c. 

¥ 

SCENE II. 
Plain near Tarn worth. 

Enter, with drum and colours, Richmond, Oxford, &> 
James Blunt, Sir Walter Hsrbrrt, and Others, 
with forces, marching. 

Richm. Fellows in arms,. and my moil loving friends, 
Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny, 
Thus far into the bowels of the land 
Have we march'd on without impediment $ 
And here receive we from our father Stanley 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. 
The wretched, bloody, and ufurping boar, 
That fpoil'd your furamer fields, and fruitful vines, 
Swills your warm blood like wafti, and makes his trough 
In your emboweird bofoms, — this foul fwine 
Lies now even in the centre of this ifle, 
Near to the town of Leicefter, as we learn : 
From Tamworth thither, is but one day's march. 
In God's name, cheerly on, courageous friends, 
To reap the harveft of perpetual peace 
By this one bloody trial of fharp war. 

Oxf. Every man's confcience is a thoufand fwords, 
To fight againft that bloody homicide. 

Herb. I doubt not, but his friends will turn to us. 

I Blunt. 
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Blunt. He hath no friends, but who are friends lor fear; 
Which, in his deareit need, will fly from him. 
Ricbm. AH for our vantage. Then, in God's name, 
march : 
True hope is fwift, and flies with fwallow's wings, 
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE III. " 

Bofworth Field. 

Enter King Richard, and forces ; the Duke ^Norfolk, 
Earl of S u R r e y, and Others. 

K, Rich. Here pitch our teats, even here in Bofworth 
field.-, 
My lord of Surrey, why look you fo lad ? 

Sur. My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. 

K. Rich. My lord of Norfolk,— 

Nor. Here, moft gracious liege. 

K. Rich. Norfolk, we muft have knocks $ Ha ! muft we 
not ? 

Nor. We muft both give and take, my loving lord. 

K. Rich. Up with my tent : Here will I lie to- night $ 

[Soldiers begin to Jet up the king^s tent. 
But where, to-morrow ? — Well, all's one for that.r— 
Who hath defcry'd the number of the traitors ? 

Nor. Six or feyen thbuiaad is their utmoft power. 

K. Rich. Why, our battalia trebles that account : 
Befides, the king's name is a tower of ftrength, 
Which they upon the adverfe faftion want. — 
Up with the tent. — Come, noble gentlemen, 
Let us furvey the, vantage of the ground j — 

Call 
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Call for fome men of found dire&ion :— 

Let's want no difcipline, make no delay 3 

For, lords, to-morrow is a bufy day. [Exeunt* 

Enter, ontbe other fide of the field, Richmond. Sir William 
Brandon, Oxford, and other lords. Some ofthefolSers 
pitch Rlc km o n d ' s Text. 

Ricbm. The weary fun hath made a golden fet, 
And, by the bright track of his fiery car, 
Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow. — 
Sir William Brandon, you (hall bear my ftandard.— 
Give me fome ink and paper in my tent ; — 
Ml draw the form and model of our battle, 
Limit each leader to his feveral charge, 
And part in juft proportion our fmall power* 
My lord of Oxford,— you, fir William Brandon, — 
And you, fir Walter Herbert, ftay with me : 
The earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment ; — 
Good captain Blunt, bear my good night to him, 
And by the fecond hour in the morning 
Defire the earl to fee me in my tent :— 
Yet one thing more, good captain, do for me ; 
Where is lord Stanley quartered, do you know ? 

Blunt. Unlefs I have mifta'en his colours much, 
(Which, well I am aflur'd, I have not done,) 
His regiment lies half a mile at leaft 
South from the mighty power of the king. 

Richm. If without peril it be poflible, 
Sweet Blunt, make fome good means to fpeak with him, 
And give him from me this mod needful note. 

Blunt, Upon my life, my lord, I'll undertake it $ 
And fo, God give you quiet reft to-night ( 

I % Ricbm. 
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Riebm. Good night, good captain Blunt. Come, gen- 
tlemen, . 
Let us confult upon to-morrow's butinefs 5 
In to my tent, the air is raw and cold. 

[Tbey withdraw into the tent. 

Enter, to his tent, King Richard, Norfolk, Ratcliff, 
WCatesby. 

K. Rich. What is't o'clock? 

Cate. It's fupper time, my lord j 

It's nine o'clock. 

K. Rich. I will not fup to-night.— 

Give me fome ink and paper. — 
What, is my beaver eafier than it was ? 
And all my armour laid into my tent ? 

Cate. It is, my liege; and all things are in readinefs* 

K. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge j 
Ufe careful watch, choofe trufty fentinels. 

Nor. I go, my lord. 

K. Rich. Stir with &e lark to-morrow, gentle Norfolk* 

Nor. I warrant you, my lord. [Exit. 

K. Rich. Ratcliff,— 

Rat. My lord? 

K. Rich. Send out a purfuivant at arms 

To Stanley's regiment 5 bid him bring his power 
Before fun-riling, left his fon George fall 
Into the blind cave of eternal night.— 
Fill me a bowl of wine. — Give me a watch :-* 

[ToCatesby. 
Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow.— 
Look that my ftaves be found, and not too heavy. 
Ratcliff,— 
Rat. My lord? 

JT. Rich. 
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K. Rich. Saw*ft thou the melancholy lord Northumber- 
land? 

Rat. Thomas the earl of Surrey, and himfelf, 
Much about cock-fhut time, from troop to troop* 
Went through the army, cheering up the foldicrs. 

K. Rich. I am fatisfyM. Give me a bowl of wine 3 
I have not that alacrity of fpirit, 
Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have.-* 
So, fet it down. — Is ink and paper ready ? 

Rat. It is, my lord. 

K. Rick^ Bid my guard watch j leave me. 

About the mid of night, come to my tent 
And help to arm me.— Leave me, I fay. 

[King Richard retires into bis tent. Exeunt R a t c l i f f 
and Catesby. 

Richmond's Tent opens, and dif covers bim, and bis officers , &c. 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Fortune and victory (it on thy helm I 
Ricbm. All comfort that the dark night can afford, 

Be to thy perfon, . noble father-in-law ! 

Tell me, how fares our loving mother ? 
Stan. I, by attorney, blefs thee from thy mother, 

Who prays continually for Richmond's good : 

So much for that.— The filent hours ileal on, 

And flaky darknefs breaks within the eaft, 

In brief, for fo the feafon bids us be, 

Prepare thy battle early in the morning 3 

And put thy fortune to the arbitrament 

Of bloody ftrokes, and mortal -flaring war. 

I, as I may, (that which I would, I cannot,) 

With beft advantage will deceive the time, 

I 3 And 
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And aid thee in this doubtful (hock of arms t 

But on thy fide I may not be too forward. 

Left, being feen, thy brother tender George " 

Be executed in his father's fight. 

Farewell : The leifure and the fearful time 

Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love, 

And ample interchange of fweet difcourfe, 

Which fo long funder'd friends ijiould dwell upon 5 

God give us leifure for theft rites of love! 
-Once more, adieu :— Be valiant, and fpeed well ! 

Rtcbm. Good lords, conduct him to his regiment : 
I'll ftrive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap $ 
Left leaden (lumber peife me down to-morrow, 
When I mould mount with wings of vi&oiy : 
Once more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen. 

[Exeunt Lords, &c. nvitb Stanley. 
O Thou ! whofe captain I account myfclf, 
Look on my forces with a gracious eye 5 
Put in their hands thy bruifing irons of wrath, 
That they may crufti down with a heavy fall 
The ufurping helmets of our adverferies ! 
Make us thy minifters of chaftifement, 
That we may praife thee in thy viclory! 
To thee I do commend my watchful foul, 
Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes 5 
Sleeping, and waking, O, defend me ftill ! [Sleeps. 

The Ghoft of Prince Edward, fin to Henry the Sixth, 
rifes between the two tents* 

Ghoft. Let me fit heavy on thy foul to-morrow! 

[To King Richard. 
T^hink, how thou ftab'dft roe in my prime of youth 

At Tewk(bury j Defpair therefore, and die ! 

Be 
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Be cheerful, Richmond; for the wronged fouls 
Of butcher*d princes fight in thy behalf: 
King Henry's iffue, Richmond, comforts thee. 

the Ghoft of King Henry the Sixth rifes. 

Gboft. When I wa3 mortal, my anointed body 

[To King Richard* 
By thee was punched fall of deadly holes : 
Think on the Tower, and me 5 Defpair, and die 3 
Harry the fixth bids thee defpair and die ! — 
Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror! — 

[To Richmond. 
Harry, that prophecy'd thou (houhTft be king, 
Doth comfort thee in thy fleep j Live, and flourifh ! 

The Ghoft ^Clarence rifes. 

Gboft. Let me fit heavy on thy foul to-morrow! 

[To King Richard. 
I, that was waftVd to death with fulfome wine, 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death I 
To-morrow in the battle think on me, 
And fall thy edgelefs fword $ Defpair, and die !— 

Thou offspring of the houfe of Lancafter, 

[To Richmond. 
The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee 5 
Good angels guard thy battle 1 Live, and flouriih ! 

The Ghofts of Rivers, Grey, and Vaughan, rife. 

Ri<v, Let me fit heavy on thy foul to-morrow, 

[To King Richard. 
Rivers, that died at Pomfret ! Defpair, and die! 

I 4 Grey. 
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Grey. Think upon Grey, and let thy foul defpair I 

[To King Richard. 
rough. Think upon Vaughan j and, with guilty fear, 
Let fall thy lance 1 Defpair, and die ! — 

[To King Richard. 
All. Awake ! and think, our wrongs in Richard's bofom 

[To Richmond. 
Will conquer him j— awake, and win the day! 

The Ghoft of Hastings rifes. 

Ghoft. Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake 5 

[To King Richard. 
And in a bloody battle end thy days ! 
Think on lord Haftings $ and defpair, and die I— 
Quiet untroubled foul, awake, awake ! 

[To Richmond. 
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England's fake ! 

The Ghofls of the two young Princes rife. 

Ghofts. Dream on thy coufins fmother'd in the Tower j 
Let us be lead within thy bofom, Richard* 
And weigh thee down to ruin, fliame, and death! 
Thy nephews' fouls bid thee defpair and die. — 

Sleep, Richmond, fleep in peace, and wake in joyj 
Good angels guard thee from the boar's annoy 1 
Live, and beget a happy race of kings ! 
Edward's unhappy fons do bid thee flourifli. 

The Ghoft of S^ueen Anne rifes. 

Ghoft. Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife, 
That never flept a quiet hour with thee, 

Now 
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Now fills thy deep with perturbations : 
To-morrow in the battle think on me, 
And fall thy edgelefs fword j Defpair, and die ! — 
Thou, quiet foul, fleep thou a quiet deep 5 

[ft Richmond, 
Dream of fuccefs and happy victory; 
Thy adyerfary's wife doth pray for thee. 

The Ghoft of Buckingham rifes. 

Gboft, The firft was I, that help'd thee to the crown \ 

[To King Richard* 
The laft was I, that felt thy tyranny : 
O, in the battle think on Buckingham, - 
And die in terror of thy guiltinefs ! 
Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death ; 
Fainting, defpair 5 defpairing, yield thy breath ! — 

I died for hope, ere I could lend thee aid : 

[T0 Richmond. 
But cheer thy heart, and be thou not difmay'd : 
God, and good angels, fight on Richmond's fide j 
And Richard falls in height of all his pride. 

\fthe Ghofts vani/h. King Richard ftarts out of bis 
dream. 

K, Rich. Give me another horfe, — bind up my wounds, — 
Have mercy, Jefu !— Soft 5 I did but dream. — 
O coward confcience, how doft thou afflift me !— 
The lights burn blue. — It is now dead midnight. 
Cold fearful drops ftand on my trembling flefli. 
What do I fear ? myfelf ? there's none elfe by : 
Richard loves Richard ; that is, I am I. 
Is there a murderer here ? No j — Yes ; lam: 
Then fly, — What, from myfelf? Great reafon : Why? 
Left I revenge. What ? Myfelf on myfelf? 

I love 
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I love myfelf. Wherefore ? for any good, 

That I myfelf have done unto myfelf ? 

O, no : alas, I rather hate myfelf, 

For hateful deeds committed by myfelf. 

I am a villain : Yet I lie, I am not.. 

Fool, of thyfelf fpeak well :— Fool, do not flatter. 

My conference hath a thousand feveral tongues, 

And every tongue brings in a feveral tale, 

And every tale condemns me for a villain. 

Perjury, perjury, in the high'ft degree, 

Murder, ttern murder, in the dir*lt degree ; 

Ail feveral fins, all us'd in each degree, 

Throng to the bar, crying all, — Guilty! guilty! 

I (hall defpair. — There is no creature loves me 5 

And, if I die, no foul will pity me : — 

Nay, wherefore fhould they? fince that I myfelf 

Find in myfelf no pity to myfelf. 

Methought, the fouls of all that I bad murder'd 

Came to my tent ; and every one did threat 

To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Ratcliff. 

Rat. Mylord,~ 

K. Rich. Who's there? 

Rat. Ratcliff, my lord ; 'tis I. , The village cock 
Hath twice done falutation to the morn ; 
Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour. 

K. Rich. O, Ratcliff, I have dream'd a fearful dream !— • 
What thinkeft thou ? will our friends prove all true ? 

Rat. No doubt, my lord. 

K. Rich. Ratcliff, I fear, I fear,— * 

Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of (hadows. 

K. Rich. By the apoftle Paul, (hadows to-night 
3 Have 
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Have ftmck more terror to the foul of Richard, 
Than can the fubftance of ten thousand foldiers, 
Armed in proof, and led by (hallow Richmond. 
It is not yet near day. Come, go with roe ; 
Under our tents I'll play the eaves-dropper, 
To hear, if any mean to ihrink from me. 

[Exeunt King Richard and Ratcliff. 

Richmond wakes. Enter Oxford and Others* 

Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. 

Rich. 'Cry mercy, lords, and watchful gentlemen, 
That you have ta'en a tardy fluggard here. 

Lords. How have you flept, my lord ? 

Ricbm. The fweeteft fleep, and faireft-boding dreams, 
That ever enter'd in a drowfy head, 
Have I fince your departure had, my lords. 
Methought, their fouls, whofe bodies Richard murdcr'd. 
Came to my tent, and cry'd — On \ victory \ 
I promife you, my heart is very jocund 
In the remembrance of fo fair a dream. 
How far into the morning is it, lords ? 

Lords. Upon the ftroke of four. 

Rich. Why, then *tis time to arm, and give direttion.— 

[He advances to the troops. 
More than I have faid, loving countrymen, 
The leifure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell on : Yet remember this, — 
God, and our good cauie, fight upon our fide ; 
The prayers of holy faints, and wronged fouls, 
Like high-rear'd bulwarks, ftand before our faces ; 
Richard except, thofe, whom we fight againft, 
Had rather have us win, than him they follow. 
For what is he they follow ? truly, gentlemen, 

A blooify 
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A bloody tyrant, and a homicide ; 

One rais'd in blood, and one in blood eftabliflTd ; 

One that made means to come by what he hath, 

And (laughter'd thofe that were the means to help him 5 

A bafe foul (lone, made precious by the foil 

Of England's chair, where he is falfely fet j 

One that hath ever been God's enemy : 

Then, if you fight againft God's enemy, 

God will, in jultice, ward you as his foldiers j 

If you do fweat to put a tyrant down, 

You fleep in peace, the tyrant being (lain ; 

If you do fight againft your country's foes, 

Your country's fat mail pay your pains the hire j 

If you do fight in fafeguard of your wives, 

Your wives (hall welcome home the conquerors 5 

If you do free your children from the fword, 

Your childrens' children quit it in your age. 

Then, in the name of God, and all thefe rights, 

Advance your ftandards, draw your willing fwordsY 

For me, the ranfom of my bold attempt 

Shall be this cold corpfe on the earth's cold face 5 

But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt 

The leaft of you (hall (hare his part thereof. 

Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly and cheerfully j 

God, and faint George ! Richmond, and victory I 

[Exeunt. 

Re-enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Attendants, and 
Forces. 

K. Rich. What faid Northumberland, as touching Rich- 
mond ? 
Rat. That he was never trained up in arms. 
K. Rich. He (aid the truth ; And what (aid Surrey then? 

Rat. 



Mr. KINO RICHARD III, 125 

Rat. He fmil'd and laid, the better for oar purpofe. 

K. Rich. He was i'the right 5 and fo, indeed, it it. 

[Clock ftrikes. 
Tell the clock there. — Give me a calendar. — 
Who (aw the fun to-day ? 

Rat. Not I, my lord. 

K. Rich. Then he difdains to fliine 5 for, by the book, 
He fhould have brav'd the eaft an hour ago : 
A black day will it be to fomebody. — 
Ratcliff,— 

Rat. My lord ? 

K. Rich. The fun will not be feen to days 

The flcy doth frown and Jour upon our army. 
I would, thefe dewy tears were from the ground. 
Not (hine to-day ! Why, what is that to me, 
More than to Richmond ? for the felf-fame heaven, 
That frowns on me, looks fadly upon him. 

Enter Norfolk. 

Nor. Arm, arm, my lord ; the foe vaunts in the field. 

K. Rich. Come, buitle, buftle $ — Caparifon my horfe j — 
Call up lord Stanley, bid him bring his power :«— 
I will lead forth my foldiers to the plain, 
And thus my battle (hall be ordered. 
My foreward (hall- be drawn out all in length, 
Confiding equally of horfe and foot ; 
Our archers (hall be placed in the mid ft 1 
John duke of Norfolk, Thomas earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of this foot and horfe. 
They thus directed, we ourfelf will follow 
In the main battle ; whofe puiflance on either fide 
Shall be well winged with our chiefeft horfe. 

This, 
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This, and faint George to boot!— What think'ft thou, 
Norfolk ? 

Nor. A good dire&ion, warlike fovereign. — 
This found I on my tent this morning. [Giving afcrtnvL 

K. Rich. Jocky of Norfolk, be not too bold, [reads. 

For Dickon thy mafter is bought and fold* 
A thing devifed by the enemy. — 
Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge : 
Let not our babbling dreams affright our fouls \ 
Coflfcience is but a word that cowards ufe, 
Devis'd at firft to keep the itrong in awe ; 
Our ftrong arms be our confcience, fwords our law* 
March on, join bravely, let us to't pell-mell; 
If not to. heaven, then hand in hand to hell.— 

What (hall I fay more than I have infer'd ? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal j— 
A fort of vagabonds, rafcals, and run-aways, 
A fcum of Bretagnes, and bafe lackey peafants, 
Whom their o'cr-cloyed country vomits forth 
To defperate ventures and aflur'd deftru&ion. 
You fleeping^fafe, they bring you to unreft $ 
You having lands, and blefs'd with beauteous wives. 
They would reftrain the one, diftain the other. 
And who doth lead them, but a paltry fellow, 
Long kept in Bretagne at our mother's coft ? 
A milk-fop, one that never in his life 
Felt fo much "cold as over (hoes in fnow? 
Let's whip thefe ftragglers o'er the feas again 5 
La(h hence thefe over-weening rags of France, 
Thefe famjfh'd beggars, weary of their lives j 
Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 
For want of means, poor rats, had hang'd themfelves t 
If we be conquer 'd, let men. conquer us. 

And 
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And not thefe baftard Bretagnes ; whom our fathers 
Have in their own land beaten, bobb'd, and thump'd, 
And, on record, left them the heirs of (name. 
Shall thefe enjoy our lands ? lie with our wives ? 
Raviih our daughters ? — Hark, I hear their drum. 

[Drum afar off. 
Fight, gentlemen of England ! fight, bold yeomen ! 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head ! 
Spur your proud borfes hard, and ride in blood j 
Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaves ! — 

Enter a Meuenger. 

What fays lord Stanley ? will he bring his power ? 

Mef. My lord, he doth deny to come. 

K, Rich. Off inftantly with his fon George's head. 

Nor. My lord, the enemy is pafs'd the niar(h 5 
After the battle let George Stanley die. 

K. Rich. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofom j 
Advance our ftandards, fet upon our foes ; 
Oar ancient word of courage, fair. Saint George, 
Infpire us with the fpleen of fiery dragons \ 
Upon them i Viclory (its on our helms. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. 
Another part of the f eld. 

Alarum. Excurjtons. Enter Norf OLK , and forces \ to him 

Catesbv. 

.♦ 

Gate. Refcue, my lord of Norfolk, refcue, refcue ! 
The king ena&s more' wonders than a man. 
Daring an oppofite to every danger $, 

His 
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His horfe it (lain, and all on foot he fights, 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death 3 
Refcue, fair lord, or elfe the day is loft I 

Alarum. Enter King Richard, 

JT. Rich. A horfe ! a horfe ! my kingdom for a horfe ! 

Cat*. Withdraw, my lord, I'll help you to a horfe. 

K. Rich. Slave, I have fet my life upon a caft, 
And I will ftand the hazard of the die : 
I think, there be fix Richmond 8 in the field j 
Five have I (lain to-day, inftead of him : — 
A horfe ! a horfe I my kingdom for a horfe ! [Exeunt. 

Alarums. Enter King Richard and Richmond; and 
exeunt fighting. Retreat , and Jlouri/h. Then enter Rich- 
mond, Stanley, bearing the crown, with divers other 
Lords, and Forces. 

Richm. God, and your arms, be prais'd, victorious 
friends ; 
The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead. 

Stan. Courageous Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee l 
Lo, here, this long ufurped royalty, 
From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
Have I pluck'd off, to grace tby brows withal $ 
Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it. 

Richm. Great God of heaven, fay, amen, to all !— 
But, tell me firft, is young George Stanley living ? 

Stan. He is, my lord, and fafe in Leicefter town ; 
Whither, if it pleafe you, we may now withdraw us% 

Richm. What men of name are (lain on either fide ? 

Stan. John duke of Norfolk, Walter lord Ferrers, 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, and fir William Brandon. 

Richm. 
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Ricbm. Inter their bodies as becomes their births. 
Proclaim a pardon to the foldiers fled, 
That in fubmiflion will return to us j 
And then, as we have Ja'en the facrament, 
We will unite the white rofe and the red s— 
Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction, 
That long hath frown'd upon their enmity !— 
What traitor hears me, and fays not, — amen ? 
England hath long been mad, and fcarr'd herfelf $ 
The brother blindly fiied the brother's blood, 
The father raftily daughter' d his own fon, 
The fon, compelled, been butcher to the fire j 
All this divided York and Lancafter, 
Divided, in their dire divifion. — 
0, now, let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
The true fucceeders of each royal houfe, 
By God's fair ordinance conjoin together ! 
And let their heirs, (God, if thy will be fo,) 
Enrich the time to come with fmooth-fac'd peace, 
With fmiling plenty, and fair profperous days I 
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 
That would reduce thefe bloody days again, 
And make poor England weep in lirearns of blood ! 
Let them not live to tafte this land's increafe, 
That would with treafon wound this fair land's peace ! 
Now civil wounds are ftopp'd, peace lives again j 
That die may long live here, God fay— Amen ! [Exeunt. 
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OBSERVATIONS. 



TftTE are unacquainted with any dramatick piece on the fubjeft of 
Henry VIII. that preceded this of Shakfpeare ; and yet on the 
books of the Stationers' Company appears the following entry : " Na- 
thaniel Butter] (who was one of our author's primers) Feb. i* # 1604. 
That he get good allowance for the enterlude of K. Henry V1IL before 
he begin to print it; and with the wardens hand to yt, he is to have 
the lame for his copy." Dr. Farmer obferves from Stowe, that Robert 
Greene had written fomewhat en the fame ftory. Steevbns. 

This hiftorical drama comprizes a period of twelve years, commenc- 
ing in the twelfth year of King Henry's reign, (1521,) and ending 
with the chriftening of Elizabeth in 1533. Shakfpeare has deviated 
from hiftory in placing the death of Queen Katharine before the birth 
of Elizabeth, for in fed Katharine did not die till 1536, 

King Henry Vlli. was written, 1 believe, in 1601. 

Dr. Farmer obferves from Stowe, that " Robert Greene had written 
fomething 00 this dory; but this, I apprehend, was not a play, but 
fome hiftorical account of Henry's rejgu, written not by Robert Greene, 
the dramatick poet, but by fome other perfon. Tn the lift of " authors 
out of whom Stowe's Annals were compiled," prefixed to the laft 
edition printed in his life time, quarto, 1605, Robert Greene is enu- 
merated with Robert de Brun, Robert Fabian, &c. and he is often 
quoted as an authority for feds in the margin of the hiftory of that 
reign. Malonx. 
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I come no more to make you laugh 5 things now, 

That bear a weighty and a ferious brow, 

Sad, high, and working, full of ftate and woe, 

Such noble fcenes as draw the eye to flow, 

We now prefent. Thofe, that can pity, here 

May, if they think it well, let fall a tear $ 

The fubjeft will deferve it. Such, as give 

Their money out of hope they may believe, 

May here find truth too. Thofe, that come to fee 

Only a (how or two, and fo agree, 

The play may pals $ if they be ftill, and willing, 

1*11 undertake, may fee away their (hilling 

Richly in two fliort hours. Only they, 

That come to hear a merry, bawdy play, 

A noife of targets j or to fee a fellow 

In a long motley coat, guarded with yellow, 

Will be deceived : for, gentle hearers, know, 

To rank our chofen truth with fuch a {how 

As fool and fight is, befide forfeiting 

Our own brains, and the opinion that we bring, 

(To make that only true we now intend,) 

Will leave us never an underftanding friend. 

Therefore, for goodnefs's fake, and as you are know* 

The £cft and happieft hearers of the town, 

Be fad, as we would make ye : Think, ye ice 

The very perfons of our noble Hory, 

As they were living ; think, you fee them great, 

And followed with the general throng, and (wear, 

Of thoufand friends $ then, in a moment, fee 

How fton thk mightineft meets mifery ! 

And, iff on can be merry then, 1*11 fay, 

A man may wetfp upon his wedding day. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

- 



London. An Antechamber in the Palace, 

Enter the Duke ©/"Norfolk, at one door 5 at the other, the 
Duke ^Buckingham, and the Lord Abergavenny. 

Buckingham. 

GOOD morrow, and well met. How have you done, 
Since laft we few in France ? 

Nor* I thank your grace 1 

Healthful; and ever fince a frefh admirer 
Of what I fcw there. 

Buck. An untimely ague 

Stay'd me a prifoner in my .chamber, when 
Thofe funs of glory, thofe two lights of men, 
Met in the vale of Arde. 

Nor. ^twixt Guynes and Arde : 

J was then prefent, faw them falute on horfeback ; 
Beheld them, when they lighted, how they clung 
In their embracement, as they grew together ; 
Which had they , what four throiTd ones could have weighed 
Such a compounded one ? 

Buck. ' All the whole time 

I was my chamber's prifoner. 

Nor. Then you loft 

The view of earthly glory : Men might fay, 
Till this time, pomp was (ingle 5 but now marry'd 

B To 
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To one above itfelf. Each following day 

Became the next day's mailer, till the laft 

Made former wonders it's : To-day, the French, 

Ali clinquant, ail in gold, lite h«ath«A god*, 

Shone down the Englifhj and, to-morrow, the/ 

Made Britain, India"; every man, that Hood, 

Show'd like a mine. Their dwaritfh pages were 

As cherubins, all gilt : the madams too, 

Not us'd to toil, did ajmoft fsveat to bear 

The pride upon them, that their very labour 

.Was to them as a painting : now. this mafc. 

Was cry'd incomparable 3 and the enfuing night 

Made it a fool, and beggar. The two kings, 

Equal in luftre, were now beftj 90w worft, 

As prefencc did present them \ him in eye,. 

Still him in praife : and, being prefent both, 

*Twas foid, ttiey faw.but one; and no difcerner 

Durft wag his tongue in cenfure. When thefe fjma. 

(For fo they phrafe them,) by their heralds challenged 

The noble fpirits tp arms, . they did perform 

Beyond thought's compafs \ that former fabulous ftory, 

Being now feen poflible enough, got credit, 

That Bevia was believ'd. 

Buck* O, yotrgofar* 

Nor. As. I belong to woribip, andaffeft 
In honour, hpuejiy, the tra& of every thing 
Would by a good difeourier lofe fome life, 
Which a&ion's feif was tongue to- All. was royal § 
To the difpofing of it nought rebell'd, 
Order gave each thjn.g view s the office did 
JMin&ly his full function. 

Buck. Who did guide, 

I mean, who fet the. body and the limbs 
Of this' great fpor,t together., as you guefs ? 

N*r. 
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Nor. One, certes, that promifes no element 
In filch a bufinefs. 

Buck. I pray yon, who, my lord t 

Nor. AH this was order'd by the good difcretioA 
Of the right reverend cardinal of Yor,k % 

Buck. The devil fpeed him ! no man's pit Is fre**4 
From his ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in thefe fierce vanities ? I wonder, 
Thatf fuch a keech can with his very bulk 
Take up the rays o' the beneficial fun, 
And keep it from the earth. 

Nor. Surely, fir, 

There's in him fluff that puts him to thefe ends : 
For, being not propp'd by anceftry, (whole gracfc 
Chalks fucceflbrs their way,) nor call'd upon 
For high feats done to the crown ; neither ally'd 
To eminent afllftants, but, fpider-like, 
Out of his felf-drawing web, he gives Us note, 
The force of his own merit makes his way j 
A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the king. 

Aber. I cannot tell 

What heaven hath given him, let ft>me graver eye 
Pierce into that ; but I can fee his pride 
Peep through each part of him : Whence has he that" f 
If not from hell, the devil is a niggard j 
Or has given all before, and he begins 
A new hell in himfelf. 

Buck. . Why the deVil, 

Upon this French going-out, took he upon him, 
Without the privity o' the king, to appoint 
Who fhould attend on him ? He makes up the file 
Of all the gentry ; for the moft part fuch 
Too, whom as great a charge as little honour 

B % He 
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He meant to by upon : and bis own letter, 
The honourable board of council out, 
Muft fetch him in he papers. 

Aber. ' " I do know 

Kinfmen of mine, three at the leaft, that have 
By this fo ficken'd their eftates, that never 
They (hall abound as formerly. 

Buck* O, many 

Have broke their backs with laying manors on then 
For this great journey. What did this vanity, 
But miniiter communication of - 
A mod poor iffue ? 

Nor. Grievingly I think, 

The peace between the French and us not values 
The cod that did conclude it. 

Buck. Every man,. 

After the hideous ftorm that followed, was 
A thing infpir'd j and, not confulting, broke 
Into a general prophecy, — That this tempelt, 
Daftiing the garment of this peace, aboded 
The fudden breach on't. 

Nor. Which is budded out ; 

For France hath flaw'd the league, and hath attach'd 
Our merchants' goods at Bourdeaux. 

Aber. Is it therefore 

The ambaiTador is filenc'd ? , 

Nor. Marry, is't. 

Aber. A proper title of a peace ; and purchas'd 
At a fuperfluous rate ! 

Buck. Why, all this bufinefi 

Our reverend cardinal carryd. 

Nor. _ 'Like it your grace, 

The ftate takes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advife you, 

(Aad 
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(And take it from a heart that wifhes towards you 

Honour and plenteous fafety,) that you read 

The cardinal's malice and his potency 

Together : to confider further, that 

What his high hatred would cffeft, wants not 

A minifter in his power : You know his nature, 

That he's revengeful ; andT know, his fword 

Hath a (harp edge : it's long, and, it may be faid, 

It reaches far 5 and where 'twill not extend, 

Thither he darts it. Bofom up my counfel, 

You'll find it wholefome. Lo, where comes that rock, 

That I advife your fhunning. 

Enter Cardinal Wolsey, (the purfe borne before bint,) cer- 
tain of the guards and two Secretaries 'with papers. The 
Cardinal in bis pajfage fixetb bis eye on Buckingham, and 
Buckingham on bim, both full of difdain. 

Wol. The duke of Buckingham's furveyor ? ha? 
Where's his examination ? 

1. Seer. ' Here, fo pleafe you. 

Wol. ft he in perfon ready ? 

x. Seer. Ay, pleafe your grace. 

Wol. Well, we (hall then know moft 5 and Buckingham 
Shall leffen this big look. [Exeunt Wolsey, and train. 

Buck. This butcher's cur is venom-mouth'd, and I 
Have not the power to muzzle him ; therefore, beft 
Not wake him in his (lumber. A beggar's book 
Out- worths a noble's blood. 

Nor. What, are you chafd ? 

Aflc God for temperance ; that's the appliance only, 
Which your difeafe requires. 

Buck. I read in his looks 

Matter againft me j and his eye revil'd 

B 3 Me, 
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Me, as his abj«6t: obje& : at this inftant 

He bores me with fome trick : He's gone to the king i 

I'll follow, and out-ftare him. 

Nor. Stay, my lord, 

And let your reafon with your choler queftion 
What 'tis you go about ; To climb fteep hills, 
Requires flow pace at firft t Anger is like 
A full -hot horfe j who being allow'd his way, 
Self- mettle tires hira. Not a man in England 
Can advife me like you ; be to yourfelf 
As you would to your friend. 

Buck. Ill to the king $ 

And from a mouth of honour quite cry down 
This Ipfwich fellow's infolence ; or proclaim, 
There's difference in no perfons. 

Nor. Be advis'd j 

Heat not a furnace for your foe fo hot 
That it do finge yourfelf : We may outrun, 
By violent fwiftnefs, that which we run at, 
And lofe by over-running. Know you not, 
The fire, that mounts the liquor till it run o'er, 
In feeming to augment it, waftes it ? Be advis'd ; 
I fay again, there is no Englifh foul 
More ftronger to direct you than yourfelf; 
If with the &p of reafon you would quench. 
Or but allay, the fire of pafiion. 

Buck. Sir, 

I am thankful to you ; and I'll go along 
By your prefcription ;■— but this top-proud. fellow* 
(Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
Prom fincere motions,) by intelligence, 
And proofs as clear as founts in July, when 
We fee each grain of gravel, I do know 
To be corrupt and treasonous, 

Nor* 
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Mr. Say not, treafonous. 

***. To the king I'll fay't 5 and make my vouch as 
ftrong 
As ftiore of rock. Attend. This holy fox, 
Or wolf, or both, (for he is equal ravenous, 
As he is fubtle ; and as prone to mifchief, 
As able to perform it s his mind and place 
Infecliag one another, yea, reciprocally,) 
Only to (how his pomp as well in France 
As here at home, fuggefts the king our matter 
To this laft coftly treaty, the interview, 
That fwallow'd fo much treafore, and like a glafa 
Did break i' the rinfing. 

Nor. 'Faith, and fo it did. 

Buck. Pray,, give me favour, fir. This cunning car* 
dinal 
The articles o' the combination drew, 
As himfelf pleas *d 5 and they were ratify'd, 
As he cry'd, Thus let be : to as much end, 
As give a crutch to the dead t But our count- cardinal 
has done this, and 'tis well ; for worthy Wolfey, 
Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows, 
(Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy 
To the old dam, treafon,)— Charles the emperor, 
Under pretence to- fee the queen his aunt, 
(For 'twas, indeed, his colour 5 but he came 
To whifper Wolfey,) here makes vifitation : 
His fears were, that the interview, betwixt 
England and France, might, through their amity, 
Breed him fome prejudice 5 for from this league 
Peep'd harms that? meaac'4 him - He privily 
Deals with our- cardinal j and, as I trow,~ 
Whicht do well j for, I am fure, the emperor 
Pay'd ere J?e proimVd j whereby his fuit was granted, 

3 4- &* 
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Ere it was afk'd j — but when the way was made, 
And pav'd with gold, the emperor thus defir'dj— 
That he would pleafe to alter the king's courfe, 
And break the forefaid peace. Let the king know, 
(As foon he (hall by me,) that thus the cardinal 
Does buy and fell his honour as he pleafes, 
And for his own advantage. 

Nor. I am forry 

To hear this of him ; and could wi(h, he were 
Something miftaken in't. 

Buck. No, not a fy liable j 

I do pronounce him in that very (hape, 
He (hall appear in proof. 

Enter Brandon j a Sergeant at arms before blm t and tnvo or 
three of the guard. 

Bran. Your office, fergeant ; execute it. 

Serg. Sir, 

My lord the duke of Buckingham, and earl 
Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton, I 
Arreft thee of high treafon, in the name 
Of our mod fovereign king. 

Buck. Lo you, my lord, . 

/The net has fall'n upon me j I (hall perifli 
Under device and practice. 

Bran. I am forry 

To fee you ta'en from liberty, to look on 
The bufinefs prefent j *Tis his highnefs* pleafure, 
You (hall to the Tower. 

Buck. It will help me nothing, 

To plead mine innocence ; for that die is on me, 
Which makes my whiteft part black. The will of heaven 

Be 
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Be done in this and all things ! — I obey.— 
O my lord Aberga'ny, fare you well. 

Bran. Nay, he muft bear you company :— /The king 

[To Abergavenny. 
Is pleas'd, you (hall to the Tower, till you know 
How he determines further. 

Aber. As the duke faid, 

The will of heaven be done, and the king's pleafure 
By me obey'd. 

Bran. Here is a warrant from 

The king, to attach lord Montacute j and the bodies 
Of the duke's confeflbr, John de la Court, 
One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor, — 

Buck. So, fo; 

Thefe are the limbs of the plot : No more, I hope. 

Bran. A monk o'the Chartreux. 

Buck. O, Nicholas Hopkins ? 

Bran. He. 

Buck. My furveyor is falfe 5 the o'er-great cardinal 
Hath (how'd him gold 1 my life is fpann'd already 1 
I am the fhadow of poor Buckingham $ 
Whofe figure even this inftant cloud puts on, 
By darkening my clear, fun. — My lord, farewell. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 
The Council-Chamber. 

Cornets. Enter King Henry, Cardinal Wolsby, the Lord* 
of the Council^ Sir Thomas Lovell, Officers, and Au 
tendants. The King enters leaning on the Cardinal' sjboulde r« 

K. Hen. My life itfelf, and the bed heart of it, 
Thanks you fdr this great care : I ftood i' tne level 
Of a full-charg'd confederacy, and give thanks 

g T* 
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To you that chok'd it.— Let be callM before us 
That gentleman of Buckingham** t in peribn 
I'll hear him his confeffions juftify ; 
And point by point the treafons of his matter 
He fhall again relate* 



The King takes bis/late. The Lords of the Council take their 
federal places. The Cardinal places himfelf under the King*s 
feet, on his right fide. 

A noife within, crying, Room for the Queen. Enter thn- 
Queen, ujbered by the Dukes of Norfolk and §9* folk s 
fie kneels. The King rifeth from his fiate, takes her up, 
kijfes, andplaceth her by him, 

£>. Katb. Nay, we muft longer kneel ; lama Alitor. 

K. Hen. Arife, and take place by us : — Half your fait 
Never name to us ; you have half our power : 
The other moiety, ene you aflc, is given \ 
Repeat your will, and' take it. 

£{. Katb. Thank youu majefty. 

Tba* you would lore yourfelf 5 and, in that hove, 
Not unconfiderM leave. your honour, nor 
The dignity of your office, is the point 
Of my petition. 

K. Hen* Lady mine;, proceed. 

£^ Katb. I am folicited, not by a few, 
And thofe of'true condition, that your fubje&s 
Are in great grievance : there have been commiftlons 
Sent down among- them* which hath flawed the heart 
Of all their loyalties :-*- wherein, although, 
My good lord cardinal, they vent reproaches 
Moft bitterly on you, as putter-oa 

Of 
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Of thefe exactions, yet the king our matter, 

(Whofe honour heaven (hield from foil !) even, he efcape? 

not 
Language unmannerly, yea, fuch which breaks 
The fides of loyalty, and alraoft appears 
In )ou4 rebellion. 

Nor. Not almoft appears, 

It doth appear : for, upon, tbefe taxations, 
The clothiers all, not able to maintain, 
The many to th^m 'longing, have put oiF 
The fpinfters, carders, fillers, weavers, who, 
Unfit for other life, compelled by hunger 
And lack of other means, in defperate manner 
Daring the event to the teeth, are all in uproar. 
And Danger ferves among them. 

K. Hen. t Taxation ? 

Wherein ? and what taxation ?— My lord cardinal. 
You that are blanTd for it alike with, us, 
Know you of this taxation ? 

WqL Pleafeyou, fo, 

I know but of a (ingle part, in aught 
Pertains to the date $ and front but in that file 
Where others tell ftcpa with me. 

S^Katb. No, my lord, 

Yon know no more than, others ; but you, frame 
Things, that are known alike j which are not wbolefom* 
To thofe which would not know them, and yet muft 
Perforce be their acquaintance. Thefe exactions, 
Whereof my (bvereign would have note, they are 
Moft peftilent to the hearing ; and, tp bear them, 
The back is facrifice to the load. They fay, 
They are devis'd by you $ or eife you fuhTer 
Too hard an exclamation. 

Kf {ft*. Still exatliqa ! 

The 
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The nature of it? In what kind, let's know, 
f s this exaction ? 

£{. Kath. I am much too venturous 

In tempting of your patience 5 but am bolden'd 
Under your promised pardon. The fubjecVs grief 
Comes through commiflions, which compel from each 
The fixth part of his fubftance, to be levy *d 
Without delays and the pretence for this 
Is nam'd, your wars in, France : This makes bold mouths i 
Tongues fpit their duties outj and cold hearts freeze 
Allegiance in them ; their curfes now, 
Live where their prayers did ; and it's come to pafs, 
That tradable obedience is a flave 
To each jncenfed will. I would, your highnefs 
Would give it quick confideration, for 
There is no primer bufinefs. 

AT. Hen. By my life, 

This is againft our pleafure. 

Wol. And for me, 

I have no further gone in this, than by 
A (ingle voice ; and that not pafs'd me, but 
By learned approbation of the judges. 
JLt I am traduc'd by tongues, which neither know 
My faculties, nor perfon, yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing, — let me fay, 
*Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue muft go through. We muft not ftint 
Our neceffary actions, in the fear 
To cope malicious cenfurers ; which ever, 
As ravenous fifties, do a veflel follow 
That is new trimm'd ; but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do beft. 
By fick interpreters, once weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allowM ; what worft, as oft, * 

Hitting 
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Hitting a grofler quality, is cry'd up 

For our bell aft. If we mall ftand ftill, 

In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp'd at. 

We (hould take root here where we fit, or fit 

State ftatues only, 

K. Hen. Things done well, 

And with a care, exempt themfelves from fear ; 
Things done without example, in their iflue 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent 
Of this commiilion? I believe, not any. 
We muft not rend our fubje&s from our laws, 
And ftick them in our will. Sixth part of each ? 
A trembling contribution 1 Why, we take, 
From every tree, lop, bark, and part o' the timber; 
And, though we leave it with a root, thus hack'd. 
The air will drink the lap. To every county, 
Where this is queflion'd, fend our letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has deny'd 
Jbc fprce of this commifiion ; Pray, look to't ; 
I put it to your care. 

WqU A word with you. {To the Secretary* 

Let there be letters writ to every (hire, 
Of the king's grace and pardon. The griev'd commons 
Hardly conceive of me 5 let it be nois'd, 
That, through our interceflioo, this revokement 
And pardon comes : I (hall anon advife you 
Further in the proceeding. [Exit Secretary. 

Enter Surveyor. 

^ Katb. I am lorry, that the duke of Buckingham 
Is run in your difpleafure. 

K. Hen. It grieves many 1 

The gentleman is learn'd, and a mod rare fpeaker, 

To 
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To nature none more bound ; His training ftich, 

That he may furniu and initrucl great teachers , 

And never ifeek for aid out of himielf. 

Yet fee, 

When thefe fo noble benefits (hatl prove 

Mot well difpos'd, the mind growing once corrupt, 

They turn; to vicious forms, ten times more ugly 

Than ever they were fair. This man fo complete, 

Who was enrolled 'mongft winders, and when we, 

Almoft with raviftfd lift'ning, could not find 

His hour of fpeech a minute j he, my lady, 

Hath into monftrous habits put the graces 

That once were his, and is become as black 

As if -befmear'd in hell. Sit by us ; you ftiall hear 

(This was his gentleman in truft,) of him 

Things to ftrike honour fed. — Bid him recount 

The fore-recited practices 5 whereof 

We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 

Wol. Stand forth ; and with bold fpirit relate what you, 
Moft like a careful fubjeft, have collected 
Out of the duke of Buckingham. 

K. Hen. Speak freely. 

Sum. Fifft, it was ufual with him, every day 
It would infect his fpeech, That if the king 
Should without iflue die, he'd carry it fo 
To make the fcepter his : Thefe very words 
I have heard him utter to his fon-in-law, 
Lord Aberga'ny j to whom by oath he menaced 
Kevenge upon the cardinal. 

WoL Pleafe your highnefs, note 

This dangerous conception in this point. 
Not friended by his with, to your high peffon 
His will is moft mal?gnttn't ; and it ftretches 
Beyond you, to your friends. 
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^. Katb. My learned lord cardinal. 

Deliver all with charity. 

AT. Hen. Speak on : 

How grounded he bis title to the crown, 
Upon our foil ? to this point haft thou heard him 
At any time fpeak aught ? 

Surv. He was brought to this 

By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins. 

K. Hen. What was that Hopkinsf 

Sur<v. 9xr, a Chartreux friar> 

His coafeffor ; who fed him every minute 
Whh words of fovereignty. 

K. Hen. How kitow'ft thou this? 

Sun/, Not long before your highnefs fped to France, 
The duke being at the Rofe, within the pari (a 
Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
What was the fpeech aroongft the Londoners 
Concerning the French journey : I reply'd, 
Men fear'd, the French would prove perfidious, 
To the king's danger. Prefently the duke 
Said, Twas the fear, indeed j and that he doubted, 
'T would prove the verity of certain words 
Spoke by a holy monk ;. that oft, fays he, 
Hatbflni to me, tui/bing me to permit 
John de la Court, my chaplain, a choice hour 
To bear from him a matter of fame moment : 
Whom after under the confejjkri t feal 
Hefolemnly bad futon, that, <wbai beff#ke T 
My chaplain to no creature living, but. 
To me, JbouU utter, tmtb demure confidence 
This paufingly enfu t df-*-NeitbeY the king, norhii bein r 
{Tell you the duke) /ball profaer ; bid bimfirwe 
To gain the love of the commonalty j the duke 
Shall govern England. 

4 3. Katb. 
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§(. Katb. If I know you well, 

You were the duke's furveyor, and loft your office 
On the complaint o'the tenants x Take good heed, 
You charge not in your fpleen a noble perfon, 
And fpoil your nobler foul ! I lay, take heed $ 
Yes, heartily befeech you. 

K. Hen. Let him on :— 

Go forward. 

Sur*v. On my foul, I'll fpeak but truth. 
I told my lord the duke, By the devil's illuiions 
This monk might be deceived 5 and that 'twas dangerous 

for him, 
To ruminate on this fo far, until 
It fbrg'd him fome defign, which, being believ'd, 
It was much like to do : He anfwer'd, Tujbt. 
It can do me no damage : adding further, 
That, had the king in hislaft ficknefs fail'd, 
The cardinal's and fir Thomas Lovell's heads 
Should have gone off. 

K, Hen. Ha 1 what, fo rank ? Ah, ha !~ 

There's mifchtef in this man:— Canft thou fay further? 

Sur<v. I can, my liege. 

A". Hen. Proceed. 

Suru. Being at Greenwich, 

After your highnefs had reprov'd the duke 
About fir William Plomer, — 

K.Hen. I remember 
Of fuch a time :— Being my fworn fervant, 
The duke retained him his. But on : What hence ? 

Surv. If, quoth he, I fir this bad been committed, 
As, to tbe Tower, I thought,— I would have played . 
the fart my father meant to ail upon 
The ufurper Richards <wbo, being at Salijbury, 
Madifuit to come in bis prefence $ which if granted, 

As 
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As be made femblance of bis duty, would 
Have put bis knife into bim. 

K, Hen. A giant traitor ! 

Wol. Now, madam, may his highncfs live in freedom, 
And this man oat of prifon ? 

% Katb. God mend all I 

K.Hen. There's fomething more would out of thee} 
What fay 'ft? 

Suru. After— tbeduke bis fatber 9 —mit\k tbe knife,— 
He ftretch'd him, and, with one hand on his dagger* 
Another fpread on his breaft, mounting his eyes, 
He did difcharge a horrible oath : whofe tenour 
Was, — Were he evil us'd, he would out-go 
His father, by as much as a performance 
Does an irrefolute purpofe. 

K. Hen. There's his period, 

To (heath his knife in us. He is attach'd 5 
Call him to prefent trial : if he may 
Find mercy in the law, 'tis his j if none, 
Let him not feek't of us : By day and night, 
He's traitor to the height. [Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

A Room in the Palace. 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain and Lord Sands. 

Cbam. Is it poffible, the fpells of France mould juggle 
Men into fuch ftrange myfteries ? 

Sands. New cuftdms, 

Though they be never fo ridiculous, 
Nay, let them be unmanly, yet are followed. 

C Cbam. 
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Cham, As for as I fee, all the good our Englifli ' 
Have got by the late voyage, is but merely 
A fit or two o'the face 5 but they are (hrewd ones ; 
For when they hold them, you would fwear diredly* 
Their very nofes had been councilors 
To Pepin, or Clotharius, they keep ftate fo. 

Sands. They have all new legs, and lame ones j one 
would take it. 
That never faw them pace before, the fpavin, 
A fpringhalt retgn'd among them. 

Cham. Death! my lord, 

Their clothes are after fuch a pagan cut too, 
That, fure, they have worn out chriftendom. How now ? 
What news, fir Thomas Lovell r 

Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Lov. "Faith, my lord, 

I hear of none, but the new proclamation > 
That's clapp'd upon the court-gate. 

Cham. What is't for ? 

„ Lov. The reformation of our travell'd gallants, 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors. 
. Cham. I am glad, 'tis there; now I would pray our 

monfieurs 
To think an Engliih courtier may be wife, 
And never fee the Louvre. 

Lo*u. They muft either 

(For fo run the conditions,) leave thefe remnants 
Of fool, and feather, that they got in France, 
With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto, (as fights, and .fireworks $ 
Abufing better men than they can be, 
Out of a foreign wifdom,) renouncing clean 

The 
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The faith they have in tennis, and tall ftockings. 

Short blifter'd breeches, and thofe types of travel. 

And underftand again like honeft men t 

Or pack to their old playfellows! there, I take it, 

They may, cum privilegio, wear away 

The lag end of their lewdnefs, and be laugh* d at. 

Sands. 'Tis time to give them phyfick, their difeafet 
Are grown fo catching. 

Cham. What a lofs our ladies 

Win have of thefe trim vanities ! 

Lov, Ay, marry, 

There will be woe indeed, lords ; the fly whorefons 
Have got a fpeeding trick to lay down ladies j 
A French long, and a fiddle, has no fellow. 

Sands. The devil fiddle them ! I am glad, they're going*} 
(For, fure, there's no converting of them j) now 
An honeft country lord, as I am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his phin-fong, 
And have an hour of hearing $ and, by'r-lady, 
Held current mufick too. 

Cham. Well faid, lord Sands ; 

Your colt's tooth is not caft yet. 

Sands. No, my lord } 

Nor fhall not, while I have a frump. 

Cham. Sir Thomas, 

Whither were you a going f 

Lev. To the cardinal's $ 

Your lordfiiip is a gueft too. 

Cham. O, 'tis true : 

This night he makes a fnpper, and a great one, 
To many lords and ladies 5 there will be 
The beauty of this kingdom, I'll aflure you. 

Lav. That churchman bears a beunteous mind indeed, 
C « A hand 
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A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us \ 
His dews fell every where. 

Cham. No doubt, he's noble $ 

He had a black mouth, that faid other of him. 

Sands, He may, my lord, he has wherewithal j in him* 
Sparing would tiiow a worfe fin than ill do&rine*: 
Men of his way (hould be mod liberal, 
They are fet here for examples. 

Cham. True, they are fbj 

But few now give fo great ones. My barge ftays ; 
Your lordfliip (hall along : — Come, good fir Thomas, 
We fliall be late elfe j which I would not be, 
For I was fpoke to, with fir Henry Guildford, 
This night to be comptrollers. 

Sands. I am your lordfhip's. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 
The Prefence-Cbamber in York-Place. 

Hautboys. A f mall tabic under a fiate for the Cardinal, a longer 
table for the guefts. Enter at one door, Anne Bulls n, 
and divers Lards, Ladies, and Gentlewomen, as guefls j at 
another door, enter Sir Henry Guildford. 

Guild. Ladies, a general welcome from his grace 
Salutes ye all i This night he dedicates 
To fair content, and you : none here, he hopes, 
In all this noble bevy, has brought with her 
One care abroad j he would have all as merry 
As firft-good company, good wine, good welcome 
Can make good people.— O, my lord, you are tardy j 

Enter 
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Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands, and Sir Thomas 

LOVELL. 

The very thought of this fair company 
ClappM wings to me. 

Cham. You are young, fir Harry Guildford. 

Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the cardinal 
But half my lay-thoughts in him, fome of thefe 
Should find a running banquet ere they relied, 
I think, would better pleafe them : By my life. 
They are a fweet fociety of fair ones. 

Lev. O, that your lordfhip were but now confeffor 
To one or two of thefe ! 

Sands. J would, I were \ 

They mould find eafy penance. 

Lov. 'Faith, how eafy? 

Sands. As eafy as a down-bed would afford it. 

Cham. Sweet ladies, will it pleafe you fit ? Sir Harry, 
Place you that fide, 1*11 take the charge of this : 
His grace is ent'ring.— Nay, you muft not freeze \ 
Two women plac'd together makes cold weather :— 
My lord Sands, you are one will keep tfcem waking \ 
Pray, fit between thefe ladies. 

Sands. By my faith, 

And thank your lorcUhip.-*By your Jeave, fweet ladies \ 

{Seats bimfelf between Anne Bullen and another Lady. 
If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me j 
I had it from my father. 

Anne. Was he mad, fir f 

Sands. O, very mad, exceeding mad, in love too : 
But he would bite none j juft as I do now, 
He would kifs you twenty with a breath. [Ktffes her* 

0, am , Well fcid, my lord.— 

C 3 So, 
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So, now you are fairly feated : — Gentlemen, 
The penance lies oh you, if thefe fair ladies 
Pafs away frowning. 

Sands. For my little cure, 

Let me alone* 

Hautboys. Enter Cardinal Wolsey, attended; and taker 
hisftate. 

WqU You are welcome, my fair guefts j that noble lady, 
Or gentleman, that js not freely merry, 
Is not my friend » This, to confirm my welcome \ 
And to you all good health. [Drinks. 

Sands. Your grace is noble . — 

Let me have fuch a bowl may hold my thanks, 
And fave me fo much talking. 

Wol. My lord Sands, 

I am beholden to you : cheer your neighbours — 
Ladies, you are not merry j-i-Gentlemen, 
Whofe fault is this? 

Sands. The red wine firft muft rife 

Jn their fair cheeks, my lord j then we fhall have them 
Talk us to filence. 

Anne. You are a merry gamefter, 

My lord Sands, 

Sands* Yes, if I make my play. 

Here's to your lady (hip ; and pledge it, madam, 
For 'tis to fuch a thing, — 

Anne. You cannot (how me. 

Sands. I told your grace, they would talk anon. 

[Drum and trumpets within : chambers difebarged. 

WoL What's that? 

Cham. Look out there, fome of you. [Exit a Servant. 

#W, What warlike voice ? 

And 
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And to What end is this * — Nay, ladies, fear not j 
By all the laws of war you are privile^'d. 

Re-enter Servant. 

Cham. How now ? what is't ? 

&rv. A noble troop of Grangers j 

For fo they feem s they have left their barge, and landed $ 
And hither make, as great ambafladors 
From foreign princes. 

Wal. Good lord chamberlain, 

Co, give them welcome, you can fpeak the French tongue ; 
And, pray, receive them nobly, and conduct them, 
Into our prefence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall mine at full upon them : — Some attend him.— 
[Exit Chamberlain, attended. All arife, and tables removed. 
You have now a broken banquet $ but we'll mend it. 
A good digeftion to you all i and, once more, 
I fliower a welcome on you $— Welcome all. 

Hautboys* Enter the King, and touekte others^ as Mafkers, 
habited tike Shepherds* *witb fixteen torch-bearers \ ujber'd 
by the Lord Chamberlain. They pafs dire&lj before the 
Cardinal, and gracefully folate him. 

A noble company ! What are their pleafures ? 

Cham. Becaufe they fpeak no Englifh, thus they pray'd 
To tell your grace ;— That, having heard by fame 
Of this fo noble and fo fair auembly 
This night to meet here, they coujd do no lefs, 
Out of the gieat refpeft they bear to beauty, 
But leave their flocks ; and, under your fair conduct, 
Crave leave to view thefe ladies, and entreat 
An hour of revels with them. 

C 4 *W. 
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Wm\ "Ssy, lord chamberlain, 

They have done my poor houie grace i lor which I pay 



A thonfand thanks* and pray them take their pleafures. 
[Ladies chop* fir the dame. 72* King cboofes 
Ahne Bulle*. 

K. Bern. The faireft hand I ever touched! O, beauty, 
Till now I never knew thee. [Mufick. Dance. 

Wol. My lord,— 

Cham. Your grace? 

Wd. Pray* tell diem thus much from me : 

There mould be one amongft them, by his perfon, 
More worthy this place than myfelf; to whom, 
Jf I but knew him, with my love and duty 
I would fur/ender it. 

Cbam. ' I will, my lord. 

[Cham, gees t§ the company t and returns, 

Wol. What iky they? 

Cbam, Such a one, they all confefs, 

There is, indeed ; which they would have your grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 

WeL , Let me fee then.-- 

[Comesfrom Ms/late. 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen j— Here I'll make 
My royal choice. 

K.Hen. You have found him, cardinal: 

{Unmajking. 
You hold a fair aflembly $ you do well, lord: 
You are a churchman, or, I'll tell you, cardinal, 
I ihould judge now unhappily. 

WoL I am glad, 

Your grace is grown fb plea&nt, 

K. Hen. My lord chamberlain, 

Pr'ythee, come hither i What fair lady's that ? 

7 Cbam. 
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Cham. An't pleafc your grace, fir Thomas Bullen's 
daughter, 
The vifcount Rochford, one of her highnefs' women. 

K.Hen. By heaven, ihe is a dainty one.— Sweetheart, 
I were unmannerly, to take yon out, 
And not to kifs you. — A health, gentlemen, 
Let it go round. 

0W. Sir Thomas Loyell, is the banquet ready 
T the privy chamber r 

Lov. Yes, my lord. 

Wnl. Your grace, 

I fear, with dancing is a little heated. 

K. Hen. I fear, too much. 

Wol. There's freflier air, my lord, 

In the next chamber. 

K.Hen. Lead in your ladies, everyone.— Sweet partner, 
I muft not yet forfake you : — Let's be merry 5 — 
Good my lord cardinal, I have half a dozen healths 
To drink to thefe fair ladies, and a meafure 
To lead them once again ; and then let's dream 
Who's beft in favour.— Let the mufick knock it. 

[Exeunt, with trumpets. 



ACT 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 



A Street. 
Enter two Gentlemen, meeting. 



s Gent . Whither away fo feft t 

% Gent. O, — God fave you ! 

Even to the hall, to hear what (hall become 
Of the great duke of Buckingham. 

i Gap. 1*11 fave you 

That labour, fir. All's now done, but the ceremony 
Of bringing back the prifoner. 

* Gent. Were you there ? 

i Gent. Yes, indeed, was I. 

% Gent. Pray, fpeak, what has happened ? 

i Gent. You may guefs quickly what. 

% Gent. Is he found guilty r 

j Gent. Yes, truly, is he, and condemned upon it. 

% Gent. I am forry for't. 

i Gent. So are a number more. 

a Gent. But, pray, how pafs'd it ? 

i <tof. I'll tell you in a little. The great duke 
Came to the bars where, to his accufations, 
He pleaded ftill, not guilty, and alledg'd 
Many fharp reafons to defeat the law. 
The king's attorney, on the contrary, 
(Irg'd on the examinations, proofs, confeilions 
Of divers witnefles j which the duke defir'd 
To him brought, <vi<vd voce, to his face : 
/it which appear'd againft him, his furveyor^ 
- Sir 
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Sir Gilbert Peck his chancellor $ and John Court, 
Confeflbr to htm 5 with that devil-monk, 
Hopkins, that made this mifchief* 

2 Gent, That was he, 

That fed him with his prophecies ? 

i Gent. The fame. 

Ail thefe accused him ftrougly ; which he fain 
Would have flung from him, but, indeed, he could not i 
And fo his peers, upon this evidence, 
Have found him guilty of high treaibn. Much 
He fpoke, and learnedly, for life j but all 
Was either pitied in him, or forgotten. 

2 Gent. After all this, how did he bear himfelf ? 

i Gent. When he was brought again to the bar* — to hear 
His knell rung out, his judgement, — he was ftirr'd 
With fuch an agony, he fweat extremely, 
And fomething fpoke in choler, ill, and hafty: 
But he fell to himfelf again, and, fweetly, 
In all the reft fhow'd a moft noble patience* 

2 Gent. I do not think, he fears death. 

i Gent. Sure, he dots not, 

He never was fo woraamfb j the caufe 
He may a little grieve at. 

2 Gent. Certainly, 

The cardinal is the end of this. 

i Gent. 'Tis likely, 

By all conjectures : Firft, Kildare's attainder. 
Then deputy of Ireland $ who remov'd, 
Earl Surrey was fent thither, and in bafte too, 
Left he mould help his father. 

2 Gent. That trick of ftatt 

Was a deep envious one. 

i Gent. At his return, 

No doubt, he will requite it. This is noted, 

And 
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And generally; whoever the king favours, 
The cardinal inftantly will find employment, 
And far enough from court too. 

* Gent. All the commons 

Hate him pernicioufly, and, o' my confidence, 
Wilh him ten fathom deep : this duke as much 
They love and dote on j call him, bounteous Buckingham, 
The mirror of all courtefy§ — 

i Gent . Stay there, fir, 

And fee the noble ruin'd man you fpeak of* 

Enter Buckingham from bis arraignment j Tiffta<vts before 
him, the axe with the edge towards him j halberds on each 
Jide: with him, Sir Thomas Lovell, Sir Nicholas 
Vaux, Sir William Sands, and common people. 

% Gent. Let's Hand clofe, and behold him. 

Buck. All good people, 

You that thus &r have come to pity me, 
Hear what I fay, and then go home and lofe me. 
J have this day received a traitor's judgement, 
And by that name mull die j Yet, heaven bear witnefs, 
And, if I have a confcience, let it fink me, 
Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful ! 
The law I bear no malice for my death, 
It has done, upon the premifes, but juftice 5 
, But thofe, that fought it, I could wifti more chrifti&ns : 
Be what they will, I heartily forgive them : 
Yet let them look they glory not in mifchief, 
Nor build their evils on the graves of great men 5 
For then my guiitlefs blood muft cry againft them. 
For further life in this world I ne'er hope, 
Nor will I fue, although the king have mercies 
More than I dare make faults. You few that lov'ct me, 

And 
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And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 

His noble friends, and fellows, whom to leave 

Is only bitter to him, only dying, 

Go with me, like good angels, to my end | 

And, as the long divorce of fteel falls on me, 

Make of your prayers one fweet facrifice, 

And lift my foul to heaven.— Lead on, o'God's name. 

Lov. I do befeech your grace, for charity, 
If ever any malice in your heart 
Were hid againft me, now to forgive me frankly. 

Buck. Sir Thomas Lovell, 1 as free forgive you, 
As I would be forgiven : I forgive all 5 
There cannot be thofe numberlefs offences 
'Gainft me, I can't take peace with : no black envy 
Shall make my grave.-— Commend me to his grace $ 
And, if he fpeak of Buckingham, pray, tell him, 
Vou met him half in heaven 1 my vows and prayers 
Yet are the king's ; and, till my foul forfake me, 
Shall cry for bleflings on him : May he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his years ! 
Ever belov'd, and loving, may his rule be ! 
And, when old time (hall lead him to his end, 
Goodnefs and he fill up one monument ! 

Lov. To the water fide I muft conduit your grace ; 
Then give my charge up to fir Nicholas Vaox, 
Who undertakes you to your end. 

Vaux. Prepare there, 

The duke is coming : fee, the barge be ready 5 
And fit it with fuch furniture, as fuits 
The greatnefs of his perfon. 

Buck. Nay, fir Nicholas, 

let it alone j my ftate now will but mock me. 
When I came hither, I was lord high conftable, 
And duke of Buckingham 5 now, poor Edward Bohun t 

Ye 
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Yet t am richer than my bafe accufers, 

That never knew what truth meant : I now feal it 5 

And with that blood will make them one day groan fbr't. 

My noble father, Henry of Buckingham, 

Who firft nuVd bead againft ufurping Richard, 

Flying for fuccour to his fervant Banifter, 

Being diftrefs'd, was by that wretch betray' d, 

And without trial fell j God's peace be with him ! 

Henry the feventh fucceeding, truly pitying 

My father's lofs, like a moft royal prince, 

Reftor'dme to my honours, and, out of ruins, 

Made my name once more noble* Now his fon, 

Henry the eighth, life, honour, name, and all 

That made me happy, at one ftroke has taken 

For ever from the world. I had my trial, 

And, muft needs fay, a noble one ; which makes me 

A little happier than my wretched father : 

Yet thus far we are one in fortunes, — Both 

Fell by our fervants, by tbofe men we lov'd mod ; 

A moft unnatural and faithlefs fervice ! 

Heaven has an end in all : Yet, you that hear me, 

This from a dying man receive as certain : 

Where you are liberal of your loves, and counfels, 

Be fare, you be not loofe ; for thofe you make friends, 

And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 

The leaft rub in your fortunes, fall away 

Like water from ye, never found again 

But where they mean to fink ye* All good people, 

Pray for me ! I muft now forfake ye ; the laft hour 

Of my long weary life is come upon me. 

Farewell : . 

And when, you would fay fbmething that is fad* 

Speak how I fell.— I have done 5 and God forgive me ! 

[Exeunt Buckingham and Train. 
x Gent. 
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i Gent. O, this is full of pity I— Sir, it calif , 
I fear, too many curfes on their heads, 
That were the authors. 

» Gent. If the duke be guiltlefs* 

'Tis full of woe : yet I can give you inkling 
Of an enfuing evil, if it fall, 
Greater than this. 

i Gent. Good angels keep it from us ! 

What may it be ? You do not doubt my faith, iir ? 

2 Gent. This fecret is fo weighty, 'twill require 
A ftrong faith to conceal it. 

x Gent. Let roe have it ; 

I do not talk much. 

2 Gab/. I am confident j 

You (hall, fir: Did you not of late days hear 
A buzzing, of a reparation 
Between the king and Katharine ? 

i Gent. Yes, but it held noti 

For when the king once heard it, out of anger 
He fent command to the lord mayor, ftraight 
To ftop the rumour, and allay thofe tongues 
That durft difperfe it. 

2 Gent. But that dander, fir, 

Is found a truth now : for it grows again 
Frether than e'er it was $ and held for certain, 
The king will venture at it* Either the cardinal, 
Or fome about him near, have, out of malice 
To the good queen, pofiefs'd him with a fcruple 
That will undo hers To confirm this too, 
Cardinal Campeius is arriv'd, and lately ; 
As all think, for this bufinefs. 

i Gent. 'Tis the cardinal } 

And merely to revenge him on the emperor, 

6 For 
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For not bellowing on him, at his aiking, 

The archbiftjoprick of Toledo, this is purpos'd. 

% Gent. I think, you have hit the mark ; But is*t not 
cruel, 
That flie ihould feel the fmart of this? The cardinal 
Will have his will, and (he muft fall. 

i Gent. Tis woful. 

We are too open here to argue this y 
Let's think in private more. [Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

An Antechamber in the Palace. 
Enter the Lord Chamberlain, reading a Utter* 

Cham. My lord, — We borfes your lord/hip fent for, with 
all the care I had, I faw well chofen, ridden, and furnijbed, 
Tbey were young, and handfomc; and of the heft breed in the 
north. When tbey were ready to fet out for London, a man of 
my lord cardinal's, by commijfion, and main power, took V« 
from me 5 with this reafon, — His mafier would be fer t ued 
before a fubjecl, if not before the king: which flopped our 
mouths, fir. 

I fear, he will, indeed : Well, let him have them 5 
He will have all, I think. 

Enter the Dukes ^/Norfolk and Suffolk. 

Nor. Well met, my good 

Lord chamberlain. 
Cham. Good day to both your graces. 

Suf How is the king employed ? 

Cham. 
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Cham. I left him private* 

Full of fed thoughts and troubles. 
Nor . What's the caufe ? 

Cham. It feems, the marriage with his brother's wife 
Has crept too near his confcience. 

Suf. No, his confcience 

Has crept too near another lady. 

Nor. 'Tis fo 5 

This is the cardinal's doing, the king-cardinal : 
That blind prieft, like the eldeft fon of fortune, 
Turn* what he lift. The king will know him one day. 
Suf. Pray God, he do ! he'll never know himfelf elfe. 
Nor. How holily he works in all his bufinefs ! 
And with what zeal ! For, now he has crack'd the league 
Between us and the emperor, the queen's great nephew, 
He dives into the king's foul j and there fcatters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the confcience, 
Fears, and defpairs, and all thefe for his marriage : 
And, out of all thefe to reftore the king, 
He counfels a divorce : a lofs of her, 
That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never loft her luftre j 
Of her, that loves him with that excellence 
That angels love good men with ; even of her, # 
That, when the greateft ftroke of fortune falls, 
Will blefs the king : And is not this courfe pious ? 
Cham. Heaven keep me from fuch counfel ! 'Tis molt 
true, 
Thefe news are every where j every tongue (peaks them, 
And every true heart weeps for't : All, that dare 
Look into thefe affairs, fee this main end,— 
The .French king's lifter. Heaven will one day open 
The king's eyes, that fo long have flcpt upon 
This bold bad man. 

i> ' suf. 
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Suf* And free us from his flavery. 

Nor. We had need pray* 
And heartily, for our deliverance % 
Or this imperioas man' will work ad all 
From princes into pages : all men's honours- 
Lie in one lump before hira, to be falhion'd 
Into what pitch he pleafe. 

Suf. For me, my lords, 

I love him not, nor fear him ; there's my creed z 
As I am made without him, fo I'll ftand, 
If the king pleafc; his curies and his bleffings 
Tozch me alike, they are breath I not believe in* 
I knew him, and t know him ; fo I leave htm 
To him* that made him proud* the pope. 

Nor. Let's in 5 

And, with fbnte other bufhrefs, put the king 
From thefe fad thoughts, that work too much upon aim 1— 
My lord, you'll bear us company ? 

Cham. Excufetae; 

The king hath fent me otherwhere : betides, 
You'll find a moft unfit time t6 difturb him : 
Health to your kftfrhips* 

Nor. Thanks, my good lord chamberlain. 

[E*it Lord Chamberlain. 



Norfolk opens a folding-door* The King it difaxoerei 
jitting % and reading penfiyely. 

Suf. How fad he looks ! fure, he is much affixdted. 
K. Hen. Who h there r ha ? 

Nor. 'Pray God, he be not angry- 

K. Hen. WhcTs there, I fey? How dare yo* thruft your- 
ie^vca 

Into 
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Into my private meditations e 
Who am I r ha ? 

Nor. A gracious king, that pardons all oflences 
Malice ne'er meant : our breach of duty, this way, 
Is biifineft of eftate ; in which, we come 
To know your royal pleafare. 

&. Hen* You are too bold $ 

Co to } I'll make ye know your times, of bufinefi : 
Ic this an hour for temporal affairs ? ha ?— » 

Enter WotstY find Camfeius. 

Who's there ? my good lord cardinal ?— O toy Wolfey, 

The quiet of my wounded cohfcience, 

Thou art a cure fit for a king. — You're welcome, 

[To Campbius. 
Moft learned reverend fir, into our kingdom j 
Ufe us, and it :— My good lord, have great care 
I be not found a talker. [To Wol sir. 

WoL Sir, you cannot. 

I would, your grace would give' us buf an hour 
Of private conference. 

K.Hen. Wearebufyj go. 

[To Norfolk and Suffolk. 

Nor. This prieft has no pride in him ? 

Suf. ifot to fpeak of $ 

I would not be fo fick though, for his place s 
But this cannot continue. ^Afidt* 

Nor. If it &o> 

I'll venture one heave at him. 

£a£ I another. 

[Exeunt Norf6lk and Suffolk. 

Wol. Your grace has given a precedent of wifdona 
Above all princes, in committing freely 

P % Your 
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Your feruple to the voice of Chriftendom i 

Who can be angry now ? what envy reach you ? 

The Spaniard, tied by blood and favour to her, 

Mull now confefs, if they have any goodnefs, 

The trial juft and noble. All the clerks, 

I mean, the learned ones, in chriftian kingdoms, 

Have their free voices $ Rome, the nurfe of judgement, 

Invited by your noble felf, hath fent 

One general tongue unto us, this good man, 

This juft and learned pried, cardinal Campeius ; 

Whom, once more, I prefent unto your highnefs. 

K. Hen. And, once more, in mine arms I bid him wel- 
come, 
And thank the holy conclave for their loves ; 
They have fent me fuch a man I would have wiftVd for. 

Cam, Your grace mull needs deferve all dranger*' loves, 
You are fo nobis : To your highnefs' band 
I tender my commiffion 5 by whofe virtue, 
(The court of Rome commanding,)— you, my lord 
Cardinal of York, are join'd with me their fervant, 
In the un partial judging of this bufinefs. 

K. Hen. Two equal men. The queen {hall be ac- 
quainted 
Forthwith, for what you come : — Where's Gardiner f 

WoL I know, your majefty has always lov'd her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her that 
A woman of lefs place might alk by law, 
Scholars, allow'd freely to argue for her. 

K. Hen, Ay, and the bell, me (hall have; and my favour 
To him that does bell j God forbid elfe. Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee, call Gardiner to me, my new fecretary ; 
I find him a fit fellow. [Exit Wolset. 



Re-enter 
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Re-enter Wolsey, with Gardiner. 

WoL Give me your hand : much joy and favour to you \ 
You are the king's now. 

Gard. But to be commanded 

For ever by your grace, whofe hand has rais'd me. [Afide. 

K. Hen. Come hither, Gardiner. [Tbey converfe apart. 

Cam. My lord of York, was not one doftor Pace 
In this man's place before him ? 

Wol. Yes, he was* 

Cam. Was he not held a learned man ? 

Wol. Yes, furely. 

Cam. Believe me, there's an ill opinion fpread then 
Even of yourfelf, lord cardinal. 

Wol. How! of me? 

Cam. They will not ftick to fay, you envy'd him 5 
And, fearing he would rife, he was fo virtuous, 
Kept him a foreign man ftill ; which fo griev'd him, 
That he ran mad, and died. 

Wol. Heaven's peace be with him ! 

That's chriftian care enough : for living murmurers, 
There's places of rebuke. He was a fool j 
For he would needs be virtuous : That good fellow, 
If I command him, follows my appointment j 
I will have none fo near elfe. Learn, this brother, 
We live not to be grip'd by meaner perfons. 

K. Hen. Deliver this with modefty to the queen. 

[Exit Gardiner. 
The moll convenient place that I can think of, 
For fuch receipt of learning, is Black-Friars 5 
There ye (hall meet about this weighty bufinefs :— 
My Wolfey, fee it furniftYd. — O my lord, 
Would it not grieve an able man, to leave 

D 3 So 
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So fweet a bedfellow? But, confcience, conscience, — 
O, *tis a trader place, and J muft leave hco [Exeunt* 



SCENE III. 

4# Antechamber in the Queen's Apartments. 

Enter Anne Bullen, and an old Lady. 

Anne. Not for that neither j— Here'a the pang that 
pinches x 
His highnefs having liv'd fo long with her; and (hi 
So good a lady, that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce diflionour of her, — by my life, 
She never knew harm-doing 5 — O now* after 
So many Courfes of the fan enthron'd, 
Still growing in a majefty and pomp,— the which 
To leave is a thou fand -fold more bitter, than 
'Tis fweet at firft to acquire,— after this procefs, 
To give her the avaunt ! it is a pity 
Would move a monfter. 

Old L . Hearts of mod bard temper 

Melt and lament for her. 

Anne. O, God's will ! much better,. 

She ne'er had known pomp : though it be temporal, 
Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, 'tis a (utterance, panging 
As foul and body's fevering. 

OI4L. Alas, poor lady! 

She's a ftranger now again. 

Anne. So much the more 

Muft pity drop upon her. Verily, 
1 fwear, 'tis better to be lowly born, 
And range with humble livers in content, 

Thau 
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Than to be perk'd up in a glittering grief, 
And wear a golden forrow. 

Old I. Our content 

Is our beft having. 

Amte. 3y my troth, an4 mai4enhead 9 

I would not be a queen. 

Old L. Befhrcw me, I would, 

And venture maidenhead for't j and fo would you, 
For all this fpice of your hypocrify : 
You, that have fo fair parts of woman on you, 
Have too a woman's heart j which ever yet 
Affected eminence, wealth, fovereigntyi 
'Which, to fay footh, are bteffings : and which gifts 
(Saving your mincing) the capacity 
Of your fort cheveril conference would receive, 
If you might pleafe to ftretch it. 

An*e. Nay, good troth,— 

Old L. Yes, troth, and troth,— You would not be a 
queen ? 

Anne. No, not for all the riches under heaven^ 

OJdL. *Tis ftrange ; a three -pence bow'd would hire me, 
Old as I am, to queen it : But, I pray you. 
What think you of a ducbefs ? have you limbs 
To bear that load of title ? 

Anne. No, in truth. 

Old L. Then you are weakly made : Pluck off a little j 
I would not be a young count in your way, 
For more than biuihing comes to* if your back 
Cannot voushfafe this burden, 'tis too weak 
JSver to get a boy. 

Anne. How you do talk 4 

I fwear again, I would not be a queen 
For all the work}. j, 

Oid L. In fafrh, for little England 

P 4. YouM 
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You'd venture an emballing : I myfelf 

Would for Carnarvonfliire, although there 'long'd 

No more to the crown but that. Lo, who comes here r 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Good morrow, ladies. What were't worth to 
know 
The fecret of your conference ? 

Anne. My good lord, 

Not your demand ; it values not your aflting : 
Our miftrefs' forrows we were pitying. 

Cham, It was a gentle bufinefs, and becoming 
The action of good women s there is hope, 
All will be well. 

Anne. Now I pray God, amen I 

Cham. You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly blelfings 
Follow fuch creatures. That you may, fair lady, 
Perceive I fpeak fincerely, and high note's 
Ta'en of your many virtues, the king's majefty 
Commends his good opinion to you, and 
Does purpofe honour to you no lefs flowing 
Than marchionefs of Pembroke j to which title 
A thoufand pound a year, annual fupport, 
Out of his grace he adds. 

Anne. I do not know, 

What kind of my obedience I mould tender j 
More than my all is nothing : nor my prayers 
Are not words duly hallow'd, nor my wifljes 
More worth than empty vanities j yet prayfcrs, and wilhes, 
Are all I can return. 'Befeech your lordfhip, 
Vouchfafe to fpeak my thanks, and my obedience, 
As from a blufhin$ handmaid, to his highnefkj 
Whofe health, and royalty, I £ray for. 

Cham. 
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Cham* Lady, 

I (hall not fail to approve the fair conceit. 
The king hath of you. — I have perus'd her well \ [AJide. 
Beauty and honour in her are fo mingled, 
That they have caught the king : and who knows yet 
But from this lady may proceed a gem, 
To lighten all this iile ? — 1*11 to the king, 
And fay, I fpoke with you. 

Anne. My honoured lord. 

[Exit Lord Chamberlain. 
OldL. Why, this it is 5 fee, fee I 
I have been begging fixteen years in court, 
(Am yet a courtier beggarly,) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early and too late, 
For any fuit of pounds : and /ou, (Q fate!) 
A very frefti-fifh here, (fye, fye upon 
This compeird fortune ! ) have your mouth fill'd up, 
Before you open it. 

Anne. This is ftrange to me. 

OldL, How taftes it? is it bitter? forty pence, no. 
There was a lady once, ('tis an old ftory,) 
That would not be a queen, that would (he not, 
For all the mud in Egypt : — Have you heard it ? 
Anne. Come, you are pleafant. 

OldL. With your theme, I could 

O'ermount the lark. The marchionefs of Pembroke ! 
A thoufand pounds a year! for pure refpec"r j 
No other obligation : By my life, 
That promifes more thoufands : Honour's train 
Is longer than his foreflcirt. By this time, 
I know, your back will bear a duchefs j — Say, 
Are you not ftronger than you were ? 

Ann?. C*ood lady, 

Make yourfelf mirth with your particular fancy, 

And 
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And leave me oat on*t. 'Would I had no being, 
If this (alute my blood a jot § it faints mc, 
To think what follows. 
The queen is corafortleft, and we forgetful 
In our long abfence i Pray, do not deliver 
What here you have heard, to her. 
OldL. What do you think me f 

[J&eunt. 

SCENE IV. 
A Hall in Black-Fryar*. 

Trumpets, Jennet, and cornets. Enter two Vergers, with Jhort 
fiver wands; next them, two Scribes, in the habits ,of 
doBors \ after them, the Arcbbijbop of Canterbury alone ; 
after him, the Bifbops of Lincoln, Ely, Rochefter, and 
Saint Afaph ; next them, with fome finaU diftance, follows 
a gentleman bearing the purfe, with the great feal, and a 
cardinal's bat; then two Priefts, bearing each a fiver crofs; 
then a Gentleman- ujber bare-headed, accompanied with a 
Sergeant at arms, bearing a fiver mace-, then two Gentle- 
men, bearing two great fiver pillars ; after them, fide fy 
fde, the two Cardinals Wolsey and Campeius j two 
Noblemen with the fword and mace. Then enter the King 
and Queen, and their trains. The King takes place under 
the cloth of fate j the two Cardinals ft under him, as judges. 
The Queen takes place, at fome difancefrom the King. The 
Bifbops place themfkves on eachjide the court, in manner of 
a confftory, below them, the $cribes. The Lords ft next 
the Bijbops. The Crier and the ref of the attendants fond 
in convenient order about tbeftage. 

Wol. Whilft our commiffion from Rome is read, 
JLet ulence be commanded. 

4 K. Hen. 



4fl it* two BJWftY viii. 49 

K. Hen. What's the need ? 

It hath already publtckly been read* 
And on all fides the authority allowed j 
You may then {pare that time. 

WoL Be*t fo j— Proceed. 

Scribe. Say, Henry king of England, come into the court* 

Crier. Henry king of England, &c. 

K. Hen. Here. 

Scribe. Say, Katharine queen of England* come into 
court. 

Crier. Katharine queen of England, &c, 

[72* Queen makes no anfooer, rifes out of btr cbahr, goes 
about the court, comet to tbe King, and kneels at bis feet $ 
tbenjpeah. 

$>. Katb. Sir, I defire you, do me right and jufticej 
And to beftow your pity on me » for 
I am a moft poor woman, and a (tranger, 
Born out of your dominions \ having here 
No judge indifferent, nor no more aflurance 
Of equal friendmip and proceeding. Alas, fir, 
In what have I offended you ? what caufe 
Hath my behaviour given to your difpleafure, 
That thus you mould proceed to put me off, 
And take your good grace from me ? Heaven witneft, 
I have been to you a true and humble wife, 
At all times to your will conformable : 
Ever in fear to kindle your did ike, 
Yea, fubjeft to your countenance ; glad, or forry, 
As I faw it inclined. When was the hour, 
I ever contradicted your defire, 
Or made it not mine too ? Or which of your friends 
Have I not (trove to love, although I knew 

He 
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He were mine enemy ? what friend of mine, 

That had to him derived your anger, did I 

Continue in my liking ? nay, gave notice 

He was from thence difchargM ? Sir, call to mind 

That I have been your wife, in this obedience, 

Upward of twenty years, and have been bleft 

With many children by you : If, in the courfe 

And procefs of this time, you can report, 

And prove it too, againft mine honour aught, 

My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty, 

Againft your facred perfon, in God's name, 

Turn me away j and let the fouPft contempt 

Shut door upon me, and fo give me up 

To the iharpeft kind of juftice. Pleafe you, fir, 

The king, your father, was reputed for 

A prince moil prudent, of an excellent 

And unmatched wit and judgement s Ferdinand, 

My father, king of Spain, was reckon'd one 

The wifeft prince, that there had reign'd by many 

A year before : It is not to be queftion'd 

That they had gathered a wife council to them 

Of every realm, that did debate this bufinefs, 

Who deem'd our marriage lawful : Wherefore I humbly 

Befeech you, fir, to fpare me, till I may 

Be by my friends in Spain advis'd ; whofe counfel 

I will implore : if not j i'the name of God, 

Your pleafure be fulfill'd ! 

Wol. You have here, lady, 

(And of your choice,) thefe reverend fathers 5 men 
Of lingular integrity and learning, 
Yea, the eleel: of the land, who are alTembled 
To plead your caufe : It (hall be therefore bootlefs, 
That longer you defire the court 5 as well 

For 
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| For your own quiet, as to rectify 
t What is unsettled in the king. 

Cam. His grace 

Hath fpoken well, and juftly: Therefore, madam, 
It's fit this royal feffion do proceed i 
And that, without delay, their arguments 
Be now produc'd, and heard. 
^5 Katb. Lord cardinal, — 

, To you I fpeak. 

IWoL Your pleafure, madam ? 

^. Katb. Sir, 

!I am about to weep ; but, thinking that 
We are a queen, (or long have dream'd fo,) certain, 
The daughter of a king, my drops of tears 
f 1*11 turn to fparks of fire. 

WoL Bt patient yet. 

i £(. Katb. I will, when you are humble j nay, before, 
I Or God will punifli me. I do believe, 
Induced by potent circumftances, that 
You are mine enemy j and make my challenge, 
You (hall not be my judge ; for it is you 
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me, — 
Which God's dew quench ! — Therefore, I lay again, 
I utterly abhor, yea, from my foul 
Refufe you for my judge ; whom, yet once more, 
I hold my moft malicious foe, and think not 
At all a friend to truth. 

WoL I do profefs, 

You fpeak not like yourfeif ; who ever yet 
Have ftood to charity, and difplay'd the effects 
Of difpofition gentle, and of wifdom 
Overtopping woman's power. Madam, you do me wrong : 
I have no fpleen againft you ; nor injuftice 
for you, or any : hpw far I have proceeded, 

Or 
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Or how far further (hall, is warranted 

By a commiflion from the confiftory, 

Yea, the whole confiftory of Rome. You charge roe, 

That I have blown this coal : I do deny it : 

The king is prefent t If it be known to him, 

That I gainiay my deed, how may he wound, 

And worthily, my falfehood ? yea, as much 

As you have done my truth. But if he know 

That I am free of your report, he knows, 

I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 

It lies, to cure me t and the cure is, to 

Remove thefe thoughts from you : The which before 

His highnefs (hall fpeak in, I do befeech 

You, gracious madam, to unthink your (peaking, 

And to fay fo no more. 

S^ Kath. My lord, my lord, 

I dm a fimple woman, much too weak 
To oppofe your cunning. You are meek and humble* 

mouth'd 5 
You (ign your place and calling, in full feeming, 
With meeknefs and humility : but your heart 
Is cramm'd with arrogancy, fpleen, and pride. 
You have, by fortune, and his highnefs* favours, 
Gone (lightly o'er low fteps 5 and now are mounted, 
Where powers are your retainers : and your words, 
Domefticks to you, (erve your will, as't pleafe 
Yourfelf pronounce their office. I muft tell you, 
You tender more your perfon's honour, than 
Your high profeflion fpiritual : That again 
I do refute you for my judge ; and here, 
Before you all, appeal unto the pope, 
To bring my whole caufe 'fore hisholinefs, 
And to be judg'd by him. 

\She cwrffies to the King, and offers to &patt m 

Cam. 
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Cam. s The queen is obftifcate* 

Stubborn to juftice, apt to accufe it, and 
DifJainful to be try'd by it ; 'tis not well. 
She's going away. 

K. Hen. Call her again. 

Crier. Katharine queen of England , come into the cotirt. 

Grif, Madam, you are caird back. 

^. Kaib. What need yon note it ? pray you, keep y©W 
way: 
When you are caird, return. — Now the Lord help* 
They vex me paft my patience ! — pray you, pals on: 
I will not tarry; no, nor ever more, 
Upon this bulinefs, my appearance make 
In any of their courts. 

[Exeunt Queen, Griffith, mid bet other JneafantK 

K.Hen. Go thy ways, Kate: 

That man i'rhe world, who (hall report he hat 
A better wife, let him in nought be trufted, 
For fpeaking falfe in that : Thou art, alone, 
If thy rare qualities, Tweet gentlenefs, 
Thy meeknefs faint-like, wife- like government,—* 
Obeying in commanding,— and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious elfe, could fpeak thee out,) 
The queen of earthly queens : — She is noble bor&f 
And, like her true nobihty, flxe lias 
Carried herfelf towards me. 

Wol. Moft gracious fir. 

In humbleft manner I require your highaefs, 
That it (hall pleafe you to declare, in hearing 
Of all thefe ears, (for where I am roWd and bound* 
There mud I be unloosed ; although not there 
At once and fully fatishcd,) whether ever I 
Did broach this bufinefs to your highneft ; or 
Laid any fcruple in your way, which might 

tmfaco 
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Induce ypu to the queftion on't? or ever 

Have to you, — but with thanks to God for fuch 

A royal lady, — /pake one the leaft word, might 

Be to the prejudice of her prefent ftate, 

Or touch of her good perfon r 

, K. Hen. My lord cardinal, 

I do excuic you; yea, upon mine honour, 

| free you from't. You are not to be taught 

That you have many enemies, that know not 

Why they are fo, but, like to village curs, 

Bark when their fellows do : by fome of thefe 

The queen is put in anger. You are excused s 

But will you be more juftify'd ? you ever 

Have wiuVd the deeping of this bufinefs ; never 

Pefir'd it to be ftirr'd j but oft have hinder'd j oft 

The paflages made toward it :— on my honour, 

J fpeak my good lord cardinal to this point, 

And thus far clear him. Now, what mov'd me to't, — 

I will be bold with time, and your attention :— 

Then mark the inducement. Thus it caraej — give heed 

. to't :— 
My confidence firft receiv'd a tendernefs, 
Scruple, and prick, on certain fpeeches utter'd 
By the £ifhop of Bayonne, then French ambafladorj 
Who had been hither fent on the debating 
A marriage, 'twixt the duke of Orleans and 
Our daughter Marys I'the progrefs of this bufinefs, 
Ere a determinate refolution, he 
(I mean, the biihop) did require a refpite ; 
Wherein he might the king his lord advertife 
Whether our daughter were legitimate, 
Refpecling this our marriage with the dowager, 
Sometimes our brother's wife. This refpite (hook 
The bofom of my conscience, entered me, 
i Yea, 
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Yea, with a fplitting power, and made to tremble 

Th# region of my bread $ which forc'd fuch way, 

That many maz'd confiderings did throng, 

And prefs'd in with this caution. Firft, methought, 

I ftood not in the fmiie of heaven \ who had 

Commanded nature, that my lady's womb, 

If it conceived a male child by me, mould 

Do no more offices of life to't, than 

The grave does to the dead i for her male iflue 

Or died where they were made, or (hortly after 

This world had air'd them t Hence I took a thought, 

This was a judgement on me j that my kingdom, 

Well worthy the beft heir o'the world, mould not 

Be gladded in't by me : Then follows, that 

I weigh'd the danger which my realms ftood in 

By this my hTue's fail $ and that gave to me * 

Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling in 

The wild fea of my confcience, I did fteer 

Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 

Now prefent here together j that's to fay, 

I meant to rectify my confcience, — which- 

I then did feel full fick, and yet not well,— » 

By all the reverend fathers of the land, 

And do&ors 1 earn 'd.— Firft, I began in private 

With you, my lord of Lincoln $ you remember 

How under my oppreuion I did reek, 

When I firft mov'd you. 

Lin. Very well, my liege. 

K. Hen. I have (poke long ; be pleas'd yourfelf to fay 
How far you fatisfy'd me. 

Lin. So pleafe your highnefs, 

The queftion did at firft fo ftagger mc, — 
Bearing a ftate of mighty moment in't, 
And confequence of dread, — that I committed 

E % The 
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The darrag'ft counfel which I had, to doubt * 
And did entreat your htghnefs to this courie, 
Which you are running here. 

K. Hen, I then mov'd you, 

My lord of Canterbury j and got your leave 
To make this prefent furamons t — Unfolicited 
I left no reverend perfon in this court ; 
But by particular content proceeded, 
Under your hands and feals. Therefore, go on : 
For no diflike i'the world againft the perfon 
Of the good queen, but the (harp thorny points 
Of my alledged rcafons, drive this forward : 
Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life, 
And kingly dignity, we are contented 
To wear our mortal llate to come, with her, 
Katharine our queen, before the primeft creature 
That's paragoned o*the world. 

Cam. So pleafe your highnefs, 

The queen being abfent, ''tis a needful fitnefs 
That we adjourn this court till further days 
Mean while rauft be an earned motion 
Made to the queen, to call back her appeal 
She intends unto his holinefs. [fbq rife to depart. 

K. Hen. I may perceive, [J fide. 

Thefe cardinals trifle with me: I abhor, 
This dilatory (loth, and tricks of Rome. 
My learn'd and well-beloved fervant, Cramner, 
Pr'ythee return \ with thy approach, I know, 
My comfort comes along.. Break up the court : 
I fay, fet on. , \Exeunt> in. manner as tbq cjterW 



ACT 



ACT m. SCENE I. 



talace at Bridewell. 

A Room in the Queen's Apartment, 

The Queen, and form of her Women, at work. 

% Katb. Take thy lute, wench : my foul grows fad with 
troubles^ 
Sing, and difperfe them, if thou canft t have working. 

SONG. 

Orpheus with bis lute ma4e trees, 
And the mountain-tops, that freeze, 

Bow them/elves, when be didflng: 
To bis mufick, plants, and flowers, 
Ever fprung\ as fun, and /bowers, 

There bad made a lofting fpring. 

Every thing that beard him play, 
Even the billows of tbefea, 

Hung their beads, and then lay by* 
Infweet mufick is fucb art j 
Killing care, and grief of heart, 

FaUafleep, or, bearing, die. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

S^Katb. How now? 

Gent. An't pleafe your grace, the two great cardinals 
Wait in the prefence. 

E » S^Katb. 
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<^ J&itf . Would they fpeak with me ? 

Graf. They wilTd me fay fo, madam. 

$1. Katb. Pray their graces 

To come near. [Exit Gent.] What can be their bufinefs 
With me, a poor weak woman, fallen from favour ? 
I do not like their coming, now I think on't. 
They mould be good men j their affair* as righteous s 
But all hoods make not monks. 

Enter Wolsey and Campeius. 

WoL Peace to your higbnefs 1 

^. Katb. Your graces find me here part of a houiewife ; 
I would be all, againft the worft may happen. 
What are your pleafures with me, reverend lords ? 

Wol. May it pleafe you, noble madam, to withdraw 
Into your private chamber, we {hall give you 
The full caufe of our coming. 

3j Katb. Speak it here ; 

There's nothing I have done yet, o* my confidence, 
Deferves a corner : 'Would, all other women 
Could fpeak this with as free a foul as I do ! 
My lords, I care not, (fo much I am happy 
Above a number,) if my actions 
Were tried by every tongue, every eye faw them, 
Envy and bafe opinion fet againft them, 
I know my life fo even : If your bufinefs 
Seek me out, and that way I am wife in, 
Out with it boldly 5 Truth loves open dealing. 

Wol. Tanta eft erga te mentis integritas, reginaferemjjma t —^ 

%j Katb. O, good my lord, no Latin j 
I am not fuch a truant fince my coming, 
As not to know the language I have hVd in : 
A ftrangc tongue makes my caufe more ftrange, fuipkious ; 

Pray, 
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Pny, fpeak iri Englim : here are fome will thank you, 
If you fpeak troth, for their poor miftrefV fake ; 
Believe me, fhe has had much wrong : Lord cardinal. 
The willing'ft fin I ever yet committed, 
May be abfolv'd in Englifh. 

mi. Noble lady, 

I am forry, my integrity (hould breed, 
(And fcrvice to his majefty and you,) 
So deep fufpicion, where all faith was meant. 
We come not by the way of accufation, 
To taint that honour every good tongue bleflTes j 
Nor to betray you any way to forrow j 
You have too much, good lady » but to know 
How you ftand minded in the weighty difference 
Between the king and you j and to deliver, 
Like free and honeft men, our juft opinions, 
And comforts to your caufe. 

Cam. Moft honoured madam, 

My lord of York,— out of his noble nature, 
Zeal and obedience herftill bore your grace ; 
Forgetting, like a good man, your late cenfure 
Both of his truth and him, (which was too far,)— 
Offers, as I do, in a fign of peace, 
His fervice and his counfel. 

^.Katb. To betray me. [AJUe. 

My lords, I thank you both for your good wills, 
Ye fpeak like honeft men, (pray God, ye prove fo !) 
But how to make ye fuddenly an anfwer, 
In fuch a point of weight, fo near mine honour, 
(More near my life, I fear,) with my weak wit, 
And to fuch men of gravity and learning, 
In troth, I know not* I was fet at work 
Among my maids j full little, God knows, looking 
Either for fuch men, or fuch bufinefs. 

E 3 For 
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For her lake that I have been, (lor I feel 
The Laft fit of my greatneis,) good your graces, 
Let me have time, and couniel, for my caufe ; 
Alas ! I am a woman, fnendleft, hopelefs. 

Wol. Madam, you wrong the king's love with thefe fears ; 
Your hopes and friends are infinite. 

2^. Katb. In England, 

But little for my profit : Can yon think, lords, 
That any Englishman dare give me counfel ? 
Or be a known friend, 'gainft his highnefs' pleafure, 
(Though he be grown fo defperate to be honeft,) 
And live a fubjeft ? Nay, forfooth, my friends. 
They that muft weigh out my affii&ions, 
They that my truft muft grow to, live not here $ 
They are, as all my other comforts, far hence, 
In mine own country, lords. 

Cam. I would, your grace 

Would leave your griefs, and take my counfel. 

%.Katb. How, fir* 

Cam. Put your main caufe into the king's prote&ion 5 
He's loving, and moft gracious : 'twill be much 
Both for your honour better, and your caufe $ 
For, if the trial of the law overtake you, 
You'll part away difgrae'd, 

Wol. He tells you rightly. 

^. Katb. Ye tell me what ye wi(h for both, my ruin ; 
Is this your chriftian counfel ? out upon ye I 
Heaven is above all yet j there fits a judge, 
That no lung can corrupt. 

Cam. Your rage miftakes us. 

S^Katb. The more (hame for ye j holy men I thought 

Upon my foul, two reverend cardinal virtues % 
But cardinal fas, and hollow hearts, I fear ye ; 

Mend 
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Mend them for ihame, my lords. Is tbis your comfort ? 

The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady ? 

A woman loft among ye, laugh'd at,.fcorn'd ? 

I will not wi<h ye half my mifcries, 

I nave more charity : But iay, I warn'd ye j 

Take heed, for heaven's fake, take heed, left at once 

The burden of my forrows fall upon ye. 

WoL Madam, this is a mere diftra&ion } 
You turn the good we offer into envy. 

^. Katb. Ye turn me into nothing t Woe upon ye, 
And all fuch falfe profeflbrs 1 Would ye have me 
(If you have any juftice, any pity 5 
If ye be any thing but churchmen's habits,) 
Put my iick caufe into his hands that hates me ? 
Alas ! he has banifh'd me his bed already $ 
His love, too long ago : I am old, my lords, 
And all the fellowlhip I hold now with him 
Is only my obedience. What can happen 
To me, above this wretchednefs ? all your ftudies 
Make me a curfe like this. 

Cam. Your fears are worfe. 

^. Katb. Have I liv'd thus long— (let me fpeak myfelf. 
Since virtue finds no friends,)— a wife, a true one ? 
A woman (I dare fey, without vain-glory,) 
Never yet branded with fufpicion ? 
Have I with all my full affections 
Still met the king i lov'd him next heaven r obeyM him ? 
Been, out of fondnefc, fuperftitious to him ? 
Almoft'forgot my prayers to content him ? 
And am I thus rewarded ? 'tis not well, lords. 
Bring me a conftant woman to her huiband, 
One that ne'er dream'd a joy beyond his pleafurej 
And to that woman, when ihe has done moll, 
Yet will I add an honour, — a great patience. 

E 4 WoL 
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WoL Madam, you wander from the good we aim at. 

%. Katb. My lord, I dare not make myfelf fo guilty* 
To give up willingly that noble title 
Your matter wed me to t nothing but death 
Shall e'er divorce my dignities. 

Wol. Tray, hear me. 

4>.. Katb. 'Would I had never trod this Englifh earth, 
Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it ! > 
Ye have angels' faces, but heaven know3 your hearts. 
What will become of me now, wretched lady ? 
I am the moft unhappy woman living.— 
Alas ! poor wenches, where are now your fortunes > 

[7* bet women. 
Shipwreck'd upon a kingdom, where no pity, 
No friends, no hope j no kindred weep for me, 
Almott, no grave allow'd me ; — Like the lily, 
That once was miftrefs of the field, and flourifli'd, 
1*11 hang my head, and per;(h. 

Wol. ^ If your grace 

Could but be brought to know, our ends are honeft, 
You'd feel more comfort : why mould we, good lady, 
Upon what caufe, wrong you ? alas ! our places, 
The way of our profeffion is againft it j 
We are to cure fuch forrows, not to fow them. 
For goodnefs' fake, con fid er what you do ; 
IJow you may hurt yourfelf, ay, utterly 
Grow from the king's acquaintance, by this carriage* 
The hearts of princes kifs obedience, 
So much they love it ; but, to ftubborn lpirits, 
They fwell, and grow as terrible as (forms. 
I know, you have a gentle, noble temper, 
A foul as even as a calm j Pray, think us 
Thofe we profefs, peace-makers, friends, and femnts. 

Cm. 
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Cam. Madam, you'll find it fb. You wrong your vir- 
tues 
With thcfe weak women's fears. A noble fpirit, 
As yours was put into you, ever cafts 
Such doubts, as falfe coin, from it. The king loves you j 
Beware, you lofe it not : For us, if you pleaTe 
To truft us in your bufineft, we are ready 
To ufe our utmoft ftudies in your fervice. 
^ Katb. Do what ye will, my lords z And, pray> for- 
give me, 
If I have us*d myfelf unmannerly ; 
You know, I am a woman, lacking wh 
To make a feeraly anfwer to fuch perfons. 
Pray, do my fervice to his majefty j 
He has my heart yet 5 and (hall have my prayers, 
While I (hall have my life. Come, reverend fathers, 
Bellow your counfels on me : (he now begs, 
That little thought, when me fet footing here, 
She fhould have bought her dignities fo dear. [Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

Antechamber to the King's Apartment* 

Enter the Duke of Norfolk, the Duke of Suffolk, the 
Earl of SvKKEr 9 and the Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor, If you will now unite in your complaints, 
And force them with a conftancy, the cardinal 
Cannot ftand under them t If you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promife, 
But that you (hall fuftain more new difgraces, 
With thefe you bear already. 

$ur. I am joyful 

$ T* 
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To meet the leaft occafion, that may give me 
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the duke, 
To be reveng'd ob him. 

Suf. Which of the peers | 

Have uncontemn'd gone by him, or at leaft i 

Strangely neglected ? when did he regard 
The ftamp of noblenefs in any perfon, 
Out of himfelf ? 

Cham* My lords, you fpeak your pleafures : 

What he deferves of you and me, I know \ 
What we can do to him, (though now the time 
Gives way to us,) I much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his accefs to the king, never attempt 
Any thing on him ; for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the king in his tongue* 

JVsf . O, fear him not ; 

His fpell in that is out : the king hath found 
Matter againft him, that for ever mars 
The honey of his language. No, he's fettled, 
Not to come off, in his difpleafure. 

Sur. Sir, 

I (hould be glad to hear fuch news as this 
Once every hour. 

Nor. Believe it, this is true. 

In the divorce, his contrary proceedings 
Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears, 
As I could wi(h mine enemy. 

Sur. How came 

jHis practices to light ? 

Suf. , Moll ftrangely. 

Sur. O, how, how t 

Suf. The cardinal's letter to the pope mifcarried, 
And came to the eye o'the king: wherein was read, 
How that the cardinal did entreat his holinefs 

Te 
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To ftay the judgement o* the divorce j For if 
It did take place, I do 9 quoth he, perceive, 
My ting is tangled in afe&ion t*. v 

A creature of the queen* s f lady Amu Butieu* 

Sur. Has the king this ? 

Suf. Believe it. 

Sur. Will this work? 

Cham. The king in this perceives him, how he coafta. 
And hedges, his own way. Bat in this point 
All his tricks founder, and he brings his phyfick 
After his patient's death \ the king already 
Hath married the fair lady. 

Sur, 'Would* he had I 

Suf. May you be happy in your wi(h, my lord | 
For, I profefs, you have it. 

Sur* Now all my joy 

Trace the conjunction ! 

Suf. My amen to't ! 

Nor. All men's. 

Suf. There's order given for her coronation : 
Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left 
To fome ears unrecounted.-~But, my lords, 
She is a gallant creature, and complete 
In mind and feature : I perfuade me, from her 
Will fall fome bleifing to this land, which fhall 
In it be memorized. 

Sur. But, will the king 

Digeft this letter of the cardinal's r 
The lord forbid! 

Nor. Marry, amen! 

Suf. No, no} 

There be more wafps that buz about his nofe, 
Will make this fling the fooner. Cardinal Campeitss 
Js ftolen away to Rome j hath ta'en no leave 3 

Has 
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Has left the caufe o'the king unhandled \ .and 
Is polled as the agent of our cardinal, 
To fecond all his plot. I do aflure you 
The king cri'd, ha ! at this. 

Cham. Now, God incenie him, 

And let him cry ha, louder I 

Nor. But, my lord, 

When returns Cranmer ? 

Suf. He is rernrn'd, in his opinions ; which 
Have fatisfy'd the king for his divorce, 
Together with all famous colleges 
Almoft in Chriilendom : fhortly, I believe, 
His fecond marriage fhali be publiftfd, and 
Her coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be call'd, queen j but princefs dowager, 
And widow to prince Arthur. 

Nor. This fame Cranmer's 

A worthy fellow, and hath ta'en much pain 
In the king's bufinefs. 

Suf. He has 5 and we wall fee him 

For it, an archbifhop. 

Nor* So I hear. 

Suf. 'Tis fo, 

The cardinal— 

Enter Wolsey and Cromwell. 

Nor m Obferve, obferve, he's moody. 

Wol. The packet, Cromwell, gave it you the king f 

Crom. To his own hand, in his bedchamber. 

Wol. Look'd he othe infide of the paper ? 

Crom. Prefently 

He did unfeal them : and the firft he viewed, 
He did it with a ferious mind j a heed 

Was 
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Was in his countenance: You, he bade 
Attend bim here this morning. 

WoU Is he ready 

To come abroad ? 

Crom. I think, by this he is. 

WoU Leave me a while.— [Exit Cromwell. 

It (hall be to the duchefs of Aleneon, 
The French king's fitter : he (hall marry her.— 
Anne Bullen ! No ; I'll no Anne Bullens for him s 
There is more in it than fair vifage. — Bullen ! 
No, we'll no Bullens.— Speedily I wi(h 
To hear from Rome. — The marchionefs of Pembroke ! 

Nor. He's difcontented. 

Suf. , May be, he hears the king 

Does whet his anger to him. 

Suf. Sharp enough, 

Lord, for thy juftice! 

WoL The late queen's gentlewoman ; a knight's daugb- 
ter, 
To be her miftrefs' miftrefs ! the queen's queen !— 
This candle burns not clear : 'tis I nraft fnuff it j 
Then, out it goes.-— What though I know her virtuous, 
And well-deferving ? yet I know her for 
A fpleeny Lutheran ; and not wholefome to 
Our caufe, that (he fhould lie i' the bofom of 
Our hard-rul'd king. Again, there is fprang up 
An heretick, an arch one, Cranmer; one 
Hath crawl'd- into the favour of the king, 
And is his oracle. 

Nor. He is vex'd at fomething. ' 

Sur. I would, 'twere fomething that would fret the firing, 
The mailer -cord of his heart ! 



Enter 
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£«frr /£* King, reading afibednle \ and Lovell. 

&$f. The king, the king. 

K. Hen. What pile* of wealth hath he accumulated 
To hit own portion ! and what ex pence by the hour 
Seems to flow from htm! How, i'the name of thrift, 
Does he rake this together 1 — Now, my lords} 
Saw you the cardinal ? 

Nor. My lord, we have 

Stood here obferving him * Some ftrange commotion 
Is in hie brain : he bites his lip, and ftarts $ 
Stops on a fudden, looks upon the ground, 
Then, lays his finger on his temple ; ftraight, 
Springs out into faft gait ; then, Hops again, 
Strikes his breaft hard ; and anon, he calls 
His eye againft the moon : in moil ftrange poftures 
We have feen him fet himfelf. 

K. Hen. It may well be j 

There is a mutiny in his mind. This morning 
Papers of ftatt be feat me to peruie, 
As I required * And, wot you, what I found 
There 5 on my confcience, put unwittingly ? 
Forfooth, an inventory, thus importing,— 
The feveral parcels of his plate, his treafure, 
Rich ftufls, and ornaments of houfehold ; which 
I find at fuch proud rate, that it out-fpeaks 
Poffeffion of a fubjed. 

Nor. It's heaven's will; 

Some fpirit put this paper in the packet, 

To blefs your eye withal. 

K. Hen. If we did think 

His contemplation were above the earth, 

And fix'd on ipiritual object, he mould ftill 

1 Dwell 
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Dwell in his mufing* 5 but, I am afraid, 

His thinkings are below the moon, not worth 

His ferious confidering. 

[He takes bis feat ; a*d<wbifpers LOVBLL, <wbfi goes f 

WOLSBY. 

IVol. Heaven forgive me !— 

Ever God blcfe your higbneft ! 

K. Hen. Good my lord, 

You are fall of heavenly fluff, and bear the inventory 
Of your beft graces in your mind; the which 
Tou were now running o'er 1 you have fcarce tkn* 
To fteal from fpiritual leifure a brief fpan, 
To keep your earthly audit t Sure, in that 
I deem you an ill hufband ; and am glad 
To have you therein my companion. 

fTol. Sir, 

For holy offices I have a time ; a time 
To think upon the part of bufinefs, which 
1 bear i'the Hate j and nature does require 
Her times of prefervatkm, which, perforce, 
I her frail fon, amongit my brethren mortal, 
Maft give my tendance to. 

K. Hetu You have faid well. 

WoL And ever may your highnefs yoke together* 
As I will lend you caufe, my doing well 
With my well faying ! 

K. Hen. 'Tis well laid again ; 

And 'tis a kind of good deed, to jay well : 
And yet words are no deeds. My father k>v'd you : 
He (aid, he did 5 and with his deed did crown, 
His word upon you. Since I had my office, 
I have kept you next my heart j have not alone 
Employed you where high profits might come home* 

Butr 
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But par'd my preftht havings, to be&ow 
My bounties upon yon. 

Wol. What mould this mean > 

Sur. The Lord increafc this bufinefs ! [AfiJe. 

K. Hen. Have I not made you 

The prime man of the date ? I pray you, tell me, 
If what I now pronounce, you have found true ; 
And, if you may coafefi it, fay withal, 
If you are bound to us, or no. What fay you ? 

WqL My fovereign, I confefs, your royal graces, 
Shower'd on me daily, have been more, than could 
My ftudiedpurpofes requite ; which went 
Beyond all man's endeavours : — my endeavours 
Have ever come too ftlort of my defires r 
Yet, nTd with my abilities : Mine own ends 
JIave been mine fo, that evermore they pointed 
To the good of your moft facred perfon, and 
The profit of the date. For your great graces 
Heap'd upon me, poor undeferver, I 
Can nothing render but allegiant thanks ; 
My prayers to heaven for you ; my loyalty, 
Which ever has, and ever fliaU be growing, 
Till death, that winter, kill jt. 

K. Hsn. Fairly anfwer'd $ 

A loyal and obedient fubjeft is 
Therein illuflrated : The honour of It 
Does pay the aft of it 5 as, i'the contrary, 
The foulnefs is the puniihment. I prefume, 
That, as my hand has open'd bounty to you, 
My heart dropp'd love, my power rain'd honour more 
On you, than any $ fo your hand, and heart, 
Your brain; and every funftion of your power, 
Should, notwithstanding that your bond of duty, 

As 



A3 ni. «ing nmnr via, 65 

As 'twere in lore's particular, bt more 
To me, your friend, than any. 

fPoL I do profefs, 

That for your highnefs' good I ever laboured 
More than mine own $ that am, have, and will he. 
Though all the world ihould crack their duty to you* 
And throw it from their foul * though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought coukl make them, and 
Appear in forms more horrid 5 yet ray duty, 
As doth a rock againft the chiding flood, 
Should the approach of this wild river break, 
And ftand unfhaken yours. 

& Hen. 'Ti« nobly fpoken c 

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breaft, 
For you have feen him open't. — Read o'er this ; 

[GivrngUmpt^eru 
And, after, this : and then to breakfaft, with 
What appetite you have. 

[Exk King, fi+awtg ujnk Car&tud WoUey : the 
Nobles throng after bim, fmBng, m& iM^enag. 

Wol. What fcould this mean ? 

What fudden anger's this ? how have I reap'd it? 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 
Leap'd from his eyes : So looks the chafed Hon 
Upon the daring fcuntfman that has gall'd him 3 
Then makes him nothing. I omft read this paper ; 
I fear, the ftory of his anger. — *Tis £0 5 
This paper has undone me : — *Tis the account 
Of all that world of wealth I have drawn together 
For mine own ends 5 indeed, to gain the popedom, 
And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence, 
Fit for a fool to fall by I What crofs devil 
Made me put this main fecret in the packet 
I fent the king ? Is there no way to cure this ? 

F No 
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No new device to beat this from his brains ? 

I know, 'twill ftir bira (trongly ; Yet I know 

A way, if it take right, in fpite of fortune 

Will bring me off again. What's this— To the Pope? 

The letter, as I live, with all the bufinefs 

I writ to his holinefs. Nay then, farewell t 

I have touched the higheft point of all my greatnefs 5 

And, from that full meridian of my glory, 

I hafte now to my fetting : I (hall fall . 

Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 

And no man fee me more. 

Rt-enter the Dukes ©/"Norfolk and Svffolk, the Earl of 
Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor. Hear the king's pleafure, cardinal : who commands 
you 
To render up the great feal prefently 
Into our hands 5 and to confine yourfelf 
To A(her-houfe> my lord of Winchester's, 
Till you hear further from his highnefs. 

WoU Stay, 

Where's your commimon, lords ? words cannot carry 
Authority fo weighty. 

Suf. Who dare crofs them ? 

Bearing the king's will from his mouth exprefsly ? 

WoU Till I find more than will, or words, to do it, 
(I mean, your malice,) know, officious lords, 
J dare, and mull deny it. Now I feel 
Of what coarfe metal ye are moulded,— envy. 
How eagerly ye follow my di {graces, 
As if it fed ye ? and how fleek and wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my rain ! 
Follow your envious courfes, men of malice ; 

4* Y©u 
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You have chriftian warrant for them, and, no doubt, 

In time will find their fit rewards. That feal, 

You alk with fuch a violence, the king, 

(Mine, and your matter,) with his own hand gave mt : 

Bade me enjoy it, with the place and honours, 

During my life ; and, to confirm his goodnefs, 

Ty'd it by letters patents : Now, who'll take it ? 

Sur. The king, that gave it. 

Wol. It muft be himfelf then. 

Sur. Thou art a proud traitor, prieft. 

Wol. Proud lord, thou lieft § 

Within thefe forty hours Surrey durft better 
Have burnt that tongue, than faid fo. 

Sur. Thy ambition, 

Thou fcarlet fin, robb'd this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law j 
The heads of all thy brother cardinals, 
(With thee, and all thy beft parts bound together,) 
Weigh'd not a hair of his. Plague of your policy 1 
You fent me deputy for Ireland j 
Far from his fuccour, -from the king, from all 
That might have mercy on the fault thou gav*ft him | 
Whilft your great goodnefs, out of holy pity, 
Abfolv'd him with an axe. 

H'qI. This, and all elfe 

This talking lord can lay upon my credit, 
I anfwer, is moft falfe. The duke by law 
Found his deferts : how innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end, 
His noble jury and foul caufe can witnefs. 
If I lov*d many words, lord, I fhould tell you, 
You have as little honefty as honour; 
That I, in the way of loyalty and truth 
Toward the king, my ever royal mailer, 

F % Dare 
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Dare mate a {bonder man than Surrey can be, 
And all that love nil follies* 

Sur. By my foul, 

Your long coat, prieft, protects you j thou (houid'ft feel 
My fword i'the life-blood of thee eife. — My lords, 
Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ? 
And from this fellow i If we live thus tamely, 
To be thus jaded by a piece of fcarlet, 
Farewell nobility j Let his grace go forward. 
And dare us with his cap, like larks. ^ 

WoL All goodnef* 

Is poifon to thy ftomach. 

Sur. Yes, that goodnefs 

Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one, 
Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion $ ! 

The goodnefs of your intercepted packets, 
You writ to the pope, againit the king : your goodnefs* 
Since you provpke me, fliall be moit notorious,-* 
My lord of Norfolk,— as you are truly noble r ] 

As you refpeft the common good, the ftate 
Of our defpis'd nobility, our iffues, 
Who, if he live, will fcarce be gentlemen,—* 
Produce the grand funa. of his fins, the articles* 
Collected from his life : — I'll ftartle you 
Worfe than the facring bell, when the brown wench 
Lay kitting in your arms, lord cardinal. 

JVoL How much, methink*, I could defpjfe this man, 
But that I aro bound in charity againft it 1 

Nor. Thofe articles, my lord, are in the king's hand i. 
But, thus, much, they are foul ones. 

WoU So muchfau-eiv 

And fpotlefs, (hall mine innocence arife, 
When the king knpw& my truth. 

Sur. This cannot fave you t 

3 J thank 
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I thank my memory, I yet remember 
Some of thefe articles j and out they (hall. 
Now, if you can blufli, and cry guilty, cardinal, 
You'll (how a little honefty. 

#W. Speak on, fir j 

I dare your worft objections : if I blufli, 
It is, to fee a nobleman want manners. 

Sur. I'd rather want thofc, than my head. Have at you. 
Firft, that, without the king's aflent, or knowledge, 
You wrought to be a legate 5 by which power 
You maim'd the jurifdi&ioxr of all bifliops. 

Nor. Then, that, in all you writ to Rome, or elfe 
To fofeign princes, Ego et Rex meus 
Was ftill inferib'd 5 in which you brought the king % 
To be your fervant. 

Suf. Then, that, without the knowledge 

Either of king or council, when you went 
Ambanador to the emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great feal. 

Sur. Item, you fent a large commiffion 
To Gregory de Caualis, to conclude, 
Without the king's will, or the date's allowance, 
A league'between his highnefs and Ferrara. 

Suf. That, out of mere ambition, you have caus'd 
Your holy hat to be ftamp'd on the king's coin. 

Sur. Then, that you have fent innumerable fubftance, 
(By what means got, I leave to your own conscience,) 
To furnim Rome, and to prepare the ways 
You have for tlign fries $ to the mere undoing 
Of all the kingdom. Many more there are ; 
Which, fince they are of you, and odious, 
I will not taint my mouth with. 

Cham. O my lord, 

Prefs not a falling man too far \ 'tis virtue 1 

F 3 His 
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His faults lie open to the laws j let them, 

Not you, correct him. My heart weeps to fee him 

So little of his great felf. 

Sur. I forgive him. 

Suf. Lord cardinal, the king's further pleafure is,— 
JBecaufe all thofe things, you have done of late 
By your power legatine within this kingdom, , 
Fall into the compafs of a praemunire,— 
That therefore fuch a writ be fu'd again It you ; 
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements, 
Chattels, and whatfoever, and to be 
Out of the king's protection : — This is my charge. 

Nor. And fo we'll leave you to your meditations 
How to live better. For your ftubborn anfwer, 
About the giving back the great feal to us, 
The king (hall know it, and, no doubt, ftiall thank you. 
So fare you well, my little good lord cardinal. 

[Exeunt all but WOI.SEY. 

WoL So farewell to the little good you bear me. 
Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatnefs ! 
This is the date of man j To-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope, to-morrow blonoms, 
And bears his blufhing honours thick upon him : 
The third day, comes a froft, a killing froft 5 
And, — when he thinks, good eafy man, full furely 
His greatnefs is a ripening,— -nips his root, 
And then he falls, as I do, I have ventured, 
Like little wanton boys that fwim on bladders, 
, This many fummers in a fea of glory 5 
But far beyond my depth : «my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me 5 and now has left me, 
Weary, and old with fervice, to the mercy 
Of a rude ftream, that muft for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp, and glory of this world, I hate ye j 

I feel 



AS 111. KING HENRY VIII* ?1 

I feci my heart new open'd: O, how wretched 
Is that poor man, that hangs on princes* favours ! 
There is, betwixt that fmile we would afpire to, 
That fweet afpeft of princes, and their rain, 
More pangs and fears than wars or women have j 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again.— 



I Enter Cromwell, amaxedly. 

I Why, how now, Cromwell ? 

Cram. I have no power to fpeak, fir. 

Wol. What, amaz'd 

At my misfortunes ? can thy fpirit wonder, 
A great man ihould decline ? Nay, an you weep, 
I am fallen indeed. 

Crom. How does your grace ? 

Wol. Why, well j 

Never fb truly happy, my good Cromwell. 
I know myfelf now $ and I feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities, x 
•A ftill and quiet confeience. The king has cur'd me, 
I humbly thank his grace j and from thefe moulders, 
Thefe ruin'd pillars, out of pity, taken . 
A load would fink a navy, too much honour : 
0, 'tis a burden, Cromwell, 'tis a burden, 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven. 

Crom. I am glad, your grace has made that right ufe of 
it. 

Wol. I hope, I have : I am able now, methinks, 
(Out of a fortitude of foul I feel,) 
To endure more miferies, and greater far, 
Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer, 
What news abroad ? 

F 4 Crom.. 
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Crom. The heaviefr, and the worft, 

Is your difpleafure with tht king. 

Wol. GodbtefrhimI 

Crom. The next is,, that fir Thomas More is chofen 
Lord chancellor in your place. 

Wol. That's fomewhat fcdden ; 

But he's a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his highnefs* favour, and do juftice 
For truth's fake, and his conscience j that his bones, 
When he has run his courfe, and fleeps in bleflings, 
May have a tomb of orphans 1 tears wept on 'em ! 
What more ? 

Crom, That Crapmer is returned with welcome, 
Inftall'd lord archbiihop of Canterbury* 

/To/. TJ&t's news indeed* 

Crom. Laft, that the lady Anno, 

Whom the king hath in fecrecy long, marry *d, 
This day was view'd in open, as his queen, 
Going to chapel j and the voice is now 
Only about her coronation. 

Wol. There was the weight that puird me* down. O 
Cromwell, 
The king has gone beyond me, ajl my glories 
In that one woman I have loft for ever : 
No fun (hall ever ufher forth mine honours. 
Or gild agajn the noble troops that waited 
Upon my fmiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwell; 
r am a poor fallen man, unworthy now 
To be thy lord and mafter : Seek the king 5 
That fun, I pray, may never fef I I have told him 
What, and how true thou art : he will advance thee \ 
Some little memory of me will ftir him, 
(I know his noble nature,) not to let 
Jhy hopeful fervice perift} too : Qopd promwell, 
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Negleft him not § make ofe now, and provide 
For thine owii future faftty. 

Cram. O my lord, 

Mail I then leave you r muft I needs forego 
So good, Co noble, and fo true a mailer ? 
Bear witnefs, all that have not hearts of iron, 
With what a forrow Cromwell- leaves his lord.—* 
The king fhall have my fervice j but my prayers 
For ever, and for ever r (hall be yours. 

WoL Cromwell, I did not think to died a tear 
In all my miferies ; but thou hall forc'd me 
Out of thy honeft truth to play the woman. 
Let's dry our eyes i and thus far hear me, Cromwell \ 
And, — when I am forgotten, as I (hall be \ 
And ileep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
Of me more muft be heard of, — fay, I taught thee. 
Say, Wolfey,— that once trod the ways of glory, 
And founded all the depths and Ihoals of honour,— 
Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rife in 5 
A fure and fafe one, though thy mailer mifs'd it. 
Mark but my fall, and that that ruined me, 
Cromwell, I charge thee, Ding away ambition j 
By that fin fell the angels, how can man then, 
The image of his Maker, hope to win by't ? 
Love thy felf laft : cherilh thofe hearts that hate thee \ 
Corruption wins not more than honefty. 
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 
To lilence envious tongues. Be juft, and fear not: 
Let all the ends, thou aim' ft at, be thy- country's, 
Thy God's, and truths j then if thou falPft, O Croat* 

well, 
Thou fall'ft a bleffed martyr. Serve the king 5 
And, — Pr'ythee, lead me in : 
There fake an inventory of all I have, 

To 
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To the laft penny; 'tis the king's : my robe, 

And my integrity to heaven, is all 

I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, 

Had I but ferv'd my God with half the zeal 

I' ferv'd my king, he would not in mine age 

Have left me naked to mine enemies. 

Crom. Good fir, have patience. 

WoL So I have. Farewell 

The hopes of court 1 my hopes in heaven do dwell. 

lExetfnt. 



ACT 



I 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 



A Street in Weftminfter. 
Enter two Gentlemen, meeting. 

i Gent. You are well met once again. 

i Gent. And fo are you. 

i Gent. You come to take your ftand here, and behold 
The lady Anne pafs from her coronation ? 

2 Gent. 'Tis all my bufinefs. At our laft encounter, 
The duke of Buckingham came from his trial. 

i Gent. 'Tis very true ; but that time offered forrowi 
This, general joy. 

i Gent. 'Tis well : the citizens, 

I am Aire, have mown at full their royal minds ; 
As, let them have their rights, they are ever forward 
In celebration of this day with (hows, 
Pageants, and fights of honour. 

i Gent. Never greater, 

Nor, I'll affiire you, better taken, fir. 

2 Gent. May I be bold to alt what that contains, 
That paper in your hand ? 

i Gent. Yes ; 'tis the lift 

Of thofe, that claim their offices this day, 
By cuftorn of the coronation. , 

The duke of Suffolk is the firft, and claims 
To be high fteward j next, the duke of Norfolk, 
He to be earl marflial ; you may read the reft. 

2 Gent. I thank you, fir ; had I not known thofe cuftomt, 
I fhould have been beholden to your paper. 

But, 
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But, I befeech you, what's become of Katharine, 
The princefs dowager ? how goes her bufinefs ? 

x Gent. That I can tell you too. The archbifhop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned and reverend fathers of his order, 
Held a late court at Dunftable, fix miles off 
From Ampthill, where the princefs lay; to which 
She oft was cited by them, but appeared not s 
And, to be ihort, for not appearance, and 
The king's late fcruple, by the main aflent 
Of all thefe learned mem (he was diyorc'd, 
And the late marriage made of noqe effect t 
Since which, (he was removed to Kimbolton, 
Where (he remain* now, fick, 

a GfnU Alas, good lady!-*. 

[Trumpets, 
The trumpets found i Stand clofe, the queen is coming. 
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4 lively fhurifb of trumpets $ then, entet 

i. f<tvo judges. 

ft. Lord Chancellor, with the purfe and mace before him. 

%. Choriftersfnging. [Mufick. 

,4. Major of London tearing the mace. Then Garter, in bis 

coat of arms f and on bis head, a gilt copper crown. 
5. Marquis Dorfet, bearing a fcepter of gold, on his bead a 

demi-coronal of gold. With him, the Earl of Surrey, 

bearing the rod of fiver with the dove, (rotund with an 

earts coronet. Collars qfSS. 
0. Duke of Suffolk, in bis robe of eft ate > Us coronet on bis bead, 

bearing a long white wand, as bigbfteward. With him, 

the 
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tbe Duke of Norfolk, <witb tbe rod of tuarjbal/bip, a coronet 

on Ms bead. Collars ofSS. 
7. A canopy borne by four of the Cinque-ports j under it, the 

Slueen in her robe $ in her bair ricbfy adorned witb pearl, 

crowned. On each fide of her, tbe Bifbeps of London and 

Wincbefter. 
I. Tbe old Ducbefi of Norfolk, in a coronal of gold, wrought 

witb flowers, bearing tbe Sateen's train, 
9. Certain Ladies or Canute fes, witb plain circlets of gold 

without flowers. 

%Gent. A royal train, believe me.—Thefe I knowj— 
Who*3 that, that beaA the fcepter? 

x Gent. Marquis Dorfet : 

And that the earl of Surrey, with the rod. 

* Gent. A bold brave gentleman : And that (hould be 
The duke of Suffolk. 

1 Gent. 'Tis the fame ; high-fteward* 

« Gent. And that my lord of Norfolk f 

1 Gent. Yea. 

% Gent. Heaven blefi thee I 

I Looking on tbe Queen* 
Thou haft the fireeteft face I ever Iook'd on.-- 
Sir, as I have a foul, (he is an angel 5 
Our king has all the Indies in his arms, 
And more, and richer, when he ftraina that lady 3 
I cannot blame his coafcience. 

1 Gent. They, that bear 

The cloth of honour over her, ar e four barons 
Of the Cinque-ports. 

iGcnt. Thole men are happy j and fo are all, that are 
near her. 
I take it, (he that carries up the train, 
U that old noble lady, duchefr of Norfolk, 

x Gent. 
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i Gent. It is $ and all the reft are countefles. 
% Gent, Their coronets fay fo. Thefe are ftars, indeed ; 
And, fbmetimes, falling ones, 
i Gent, No more of that. 

[Exit Proeejfhn, 'with a great flourifb of trumpets • 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

God (ave you, fir f Where have you been broiling ? 

3 Gent. Among the croud i'the abbey j where a finger 
Could not be wedg'd in mor- j and I am ftifled 
With the mere ranknefs of their joy. 

2 Gent. You faw 
The ceremony? 

3 Gent. That I did. 

i Gent. • How was it ? 

3 Gent. Well worth the feeing. 

2 Gent. Good fir, fpeak it to us. 

3 Gent. As well as I am able. The rich ftream 
Of lords, and ladies, having brought the queen 
To a prepaid place in the choir, fell off 

A diftance from herj while her grace fat down 
* To reft awhile, forne half an hour, or {o t 
In a rich chair of ftate, oppofing freely 
The beauty of her perfon to the people. 
Believe me, fir, ihe is the goodlieft woman 
That ever lay by man : which when the people 
Had the full view of, fuch a noife arofe 
As the fhrouds make at fea in a ftiff tempeft, 
As loud, and to as many tunes : hats, cloaks, 
(Doublets, I think,) flew up j and had their faces 
Been loofe, this day they had been loft. Such joy 
I never faw before. Great-belly *d women, 
That had not half a week to go, like rams 

In 
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In the old time of war, would (hake the prefc, 
And make them reel before them. No man living 
Could lay, This is my wife, there } all were woven 
So ftrangely in one piece. 

2 Gent. But, 'pray, what follow'd ? 

3 Gent. At length her grace rofe, and with raodeft paces 
Came to the altar $ where (he kneel'd, and, faint-like, 
Caft her fair eyes to. heaven, and pray'd devoutly. 
Then rofe again, and bow'd her to the people ; 

I When by the archbifhop of Canterbury 

I She had all the royal makings of a queen ; 

i As holy oil, Edward ConfeflTor's crown, 
The rod, and bird of peace, and all fuch emblems, 
Lay'd nobly on her : which perform'd, the choir, 
With ail the choiceft mufick of the kingdom, 
Together fung Te Deum. So (he parted, 
And with the fame full (rate pae'd back again 
To York-place, where the feaft is held. 

\ Gent. Sir, you 

Muft no more call it York-place, that is paft : 
For, fince the cardinal fell, that title's loft ; 
'Tis now the king's, and caird — Whitehall, 

3 Gent. I know it ; 

But 'tis fo lately altered, that the old name 
U frefti about me. 

2 Gent. What two reverend bifliops 
Were thofe that went on each fide of the queen ? 

3 Gent. Stokefiy and Gardiner j the one, of Wincheifcer, 
(Newly preferr'd from the king's fecretary,) 
The other, London. 

2 Gent. He of Winchefter 
Is held no great good lover of the archbifhop's, 
The virtuous Cranmer. 

3 Gent. All the land knows that t 

However* 
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However, yet there** no great breach $ when it comes, 
Cranmer will find a friend will not fliriok from him. 

* Gent. Who may that be, I pray you ? 

3 toxf , Thomas Cromwell $ 

A man in much efteem with the king, and truly 
A worthy friend.— The king 
Hat made him matter o'tbc jewel-houfe, 
And one, already, of the privy council. 

a Gent. He will defervre more. 

3 Gent. Yes, without all doubt. 

Come, gentlemen, ye (hall go my way, which 
Is to the court, and there ye mail be my guefts j 
Something I can command. As I walk thither, 
I'll tell ye more. 

Both. You may command us, fir. {Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 
Kimbolton. 

Enter Katharine, Dvwager,Jick j led between Griffith 
and Patience. 

Grif. How does your grace I 

Kath. O, Griffith, lick to death i 

My legs, like loadtn branches, bow to the earth, 
Willing to leave their burden t Reach a chair j— 
So,— now, methinks, I fed a little eafe.' 
Didft thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led'ft me, 
That the great child of honour, cardinal Wolfey, 
Was dead ? 

Grif. Yes, madam ; but, I think, your grace, 
Out of the pain you fuffer'd, gave no ear to't. 

Kath. Pr'ythee, good Griffith, tell me how he died : 

If 
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If well, he ftepp'd before me, happily, 
For my example. 

Grif Well, the voice goes, madam i 

For after the ftout earl Northumberland 
Arretted him at York, and brought him forward 
(As a man forely tainted,) to his anfwer, 
He fell fick fuddenly, and grew fo ill, 
He could not fit his mule. 

Kath. Alas, poor man! 

Grif. At laft, with eafy roads, he came to Leicefter, 
Lodged in the abbey; where the reverend abbot, 
With all his convent, honourably received him $ 
To whom he gave thefe words,— O father abbot 9 
An old man, broken *wkb the florins of ft ate 9 
h come to lay his weary bones among ye j 
Give him a little earth for charity I 
So went to bed i where eagerly his ficknefs 
PurfuM bim ftill 5 and, three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight, (which he himfelf 
Foretold, mould be his laft,) full of repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears, and forrows, 
He gave his honours to the world again, 
His blefled part to heaven, and flept in peace. 

Kath. So may he reft $ his faults lie gently on him ! 
Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to fpeak him, 
And yet with charity,— He was a man 
Of an unbounded ftomach, ever ranking 
Himfelf with princes 5 one, that by fuggeftion 
Ty'd all the kingdom : fimony was fair play; 
His own opinion was his law : I'the prefence 
He would fay untruths $ and be ever double, 
Both in his words and meaning : He was never, 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful : 
His promifes were, as he then was, mighty j 

G But 
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But his performance, at be is now, nothing. - 
Of his own hotly be was ill, and gave 
The clergy ill example. 

Grif. Noble madam, 

Men's evil manners live in brads * their virtues 
We write in water. May it pleafe your highness 
To hear me fpeak hit good now? 

Katb. Yet, good Griffith; 

I were malicious eh%# 

Qrtf. This cardinal, 

Though from an humble ftock, undoubtedly 
Was fafhion'd to much honour. From his cradle, . 
He was a feholar, and a ripe, and good one % 
Exceeding wife, fair fpoken, and perfaadmg t 
Lofty, and four, to them that lov'd him not j 
But, to thofe men that fought him, fweet an fummcr. 
And though he were unfatisfr'd in getting, 
( Which wis a 4m,) yet in bellowing, madam, 
He was raoft princely s fiver witnefs for him 
Thofe twins of learning, that he rab'd in you, 
Ipfwich, and Oxford t one of which fell with him, 
Unwilling to outlive the good that did it ; 
The other, though unhnifti'd, yet fo famous, 
So excellent in art, and (kill to rifing, 
That Chriftendom shall ever fpeak his virtue. 
His overthrow heaped happineft upon him \ 
For then, and not tiH then, be felt himself, 
And found the bletfedneis ef being little i 
And, to add greater honours to his age 
Than man could give him, he died, fearing God. 

Kath. After my death I wife no other herald, 
No other fpeaker of my living a&ions* 
To keep mine honour from corr u ptio n . 
But fuch an boneft chronicler as Griiith. 

Whom 
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Whom I moft hated Bring* thou haft made roc, 
With thy religions truth, and tnadefty, 
Now in hit afties honour » Peace be with him !— 
Patience, be near me ftiil } and fet me lowers 
I have not long to trouble tbee.-»-Good GrUBth* 
Caufe the mttficitns play me that fad note 
I nam'd my knell, wfailft I fit meditating 
On that celeftial harmony I go to» 



Grif. She is afleep : Good wench, left fit down quiet. 
For fear wt wake her j— Softly, gentle Patience, 

The vifion. Enter, folemnfy tripping as* after another > /* 
perfonages, dad m whUi robes, wearing a* their btddi gar- 
lands of bays, and golden veetafdi on their faces\ branches 
§f bays, or palm, in their hoods * They firft congee onto be?, 
then donee } and, at certain changes, the firft two bold a 
/Pare garland oner her head ; at which, the otter four mate 
reverend courffies j then the two, that held the garland, 
deliver the fame to the other next two, who obferve the fame 
ordef in their changes, and hiding the garland over her 
head i which done, they deliver the fame garland to the laft 
tvjn, who likewife obferve the fame order* at which s (at it 
were by inspiration,) /be makes in herfteepfignt of rejoicing, 
ankbotdeib np her hands to heaven t andfoi* their dancing 
tbeyvani/b, carrying the garland with them* The mufick 



Katb. Spirits of peace, where are ye r Are yt all gone ? 
And leave me here in wretchedneff behind ye t 
Org, Madam* we are here. 

G * Katb. 
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Katb* It is not you I call for : 

Saw ye none enter, fence I flept ? 

Grif. None, madam. 

Katb. No ? Saw you not, even now, a bleflcd troop 
Invite me to a banquet \ whofe bright faces 
Caft thoufand beams upon me, like the fun ? 
They promised me eternal happinefs j 
And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel 
I am not worthy yet to wear: I (hall, 
Affuredly. 

Grif. I am mod joyful, madam, fuch good dreams 
Poflefs your fancy. 

Katb. Bid the mufick leave, 

They are harih an<J heavy to me. [Mufick ceafes. 

Fat. Do you note, 

Hqw much her grace is alter'J on the radden ? 
How long her face is drawn ? How pale (he looks, 
And of an earthy cold ? Mark you her eyes ? 

Grif. She is going, wench \ pray, pray. 

Pat. Heaven comfort her ! 

Enter a Meflenger. 

Mejf. An't like your grace, — 

Katb. You are a laucy fellow : 

Deferve we no more reverence r 

Grif. You are to blame, 

Knowing, (he will not lofe her wonted greatnefs, 
To ufe fo rude behaviour: go to, kneel. 

Meff. I humbly do entreat your highnefs* pardon ; 
My hafte made me unmannerly : There is ftaying 
A gentleman, fent from the king, to fee you. 

Katb. Admit him entrance, Griffith ; But this fellow 
Let me ne'er fee again. [Exeunt Gut fit Hand Meflenger. 
7 Re-tnter 
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Re-enter Griffith with Capucius. 

If my fight foil not, 
You (hould be lord ambanador from the emperor, 
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius. 

Cap. Madam, the fame, your fervant. 

Katb. O my lord, 

The times, and titles, now are alter'd ftrangely 
With me, fince firft you knew me* But, I pray you, 
What is your pleafure with me ? 

Cap. Noble lady, 

Firft, mine own fervice to your grace ; the next, 
The king's requeft that I would vifit you 5 
Whp grieves much for your weaknefs, and by me 
Sends you his princely commendations, 
And heartily entreats you take good comfort. 

Katb. O my good lord, that comfort comes too late § 
'Tis like a pardon after execution : 
That gentle phyfick, given in time, had cur'd me j 
But now I am paft all comforts here, but prayers. 
How does his highnefs ? 

Cap. Madam, in good health. 

Katb. So may he ever do I and ever flourish, 
When I (hall dwell with worms, and my poor name 
Banirtfd the kingdom I— Patience, is that letter, 
I caus'd you write, yet fent away ? 

Pat. No, madam* 

[Giving it to Katharine. 

Katb. Sir, I mod humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my lord the king. 

Cap. Moft willing, madam. 

Katb. In which I have commended to his goodnefs 
The model of our chafte loves, his young daughter:—* 

G 3 The 
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The dewt of heaven fall thick in bleffings on her !-* 

Befeeching hire, to give her virtuous breeding ; 

(She is young, and of a noble modeft nature $ 

I hope, (he will deferve well j) and a little 

To love her for her mother's fake, that lov'd him, 

Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition 

Is, that his noble grace would have fome pity 

Upon my wretched women, that fo long, 

Have followed both my fortunes faithfully t 

Of which there is not one, I dare avow, 

(And now I would not lie,) but will deferve, 

For virtue, and troe beauty of the foul, 

for honesty, and decent carriage, 

A right good hufband, let htm be a noble ; 

And, fure, thofe men are happy that (hall have them* 

The laft is, for my men 5 — they are the pooreft, 

But poverty could never draw them from me $— 

That they may have their wages duly paid them, 

And fomething over to remember me by; 

If heaven had pleas'd to have given me longer life, 

And able means, we had not parted thus. 

Thefe are the whole contents : — And, good my lewf, 

By that you love the deareft in this world, 

As you wifli ehfiftian peaee to fouls departed, 

Stand thefe poor people's friend, and urge the king 

To do me this laft right. 

Cap. By heave ny I will 5 

Or let me k>(e the fafhion of a man ! 

Kath. I thank you, honeft lord. Remember me 
In all humility unto his highnefs : 
Say, his long trouble now is patting 
Out of this world : tell him, in death I blefs"d him, 
For fb I wilk— Mine eyes grow dim. — Farewell, 
My lord.— Griffith, ferewell.— Nay, Patience, 

you 
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You muft not ltafe me yet. I muft to bed; 

Call in more women.— When I am dead, good wench, 

let me be us*d with honour } ftrew me over 

With maiden flowers, that all the world may know 

I was a chafte wife to my grave t embalm me, 

Then lay me forth : although unqueen'd, yet like 

A queen, and daughter to a king, inter me. 

I can no more.— [Extuxt, Ua&ag Kath arin i. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 



A Gallery in the Palace. 

Enter Gardiner Bijbop of Winchefter, a Page <witb a 
torch before him, met by Sir Thomas Lovell. , 

Car. It's one o'clock, boy* is't not ? 

Boy. It hath (truck. 

Gar. Thefe fhould be hours for neceflities, 
Not for delights ; times to repair our nature 
With comforting repofe, and not for us 
To wafte thefe times.— Good hour of night, fir Thomas ! 
Whither fo late ? 

Lov. Came you from the king, my lord ? 

Gar. I did, fir Thomas ; and left him at primero 
With the duke of Suffolk. 

Lo*u. I muft to him too, 

Before he go to bed. I'll take my leave. 

Gar. Not yet, fir Thomas Lovell. What's the matter > 
It feems, you are in hafte : an if there be 
No great offence belongs to't, give your friend 
Some touch of your late bufinefs : Affairs, that walk 
(As, they fay, fpirits do,) at midnight, have 
In them a wilder nature, than the bufinefs 
That feeks defpatch by day. 

Lov. My lord, I love you } 

And durft commend a fecret to your ear 
Much weightier than this work. The queen's in labour, 
They fay, in great extremity \ and fear'd, 
She'll with the labour end. 

Gar* The fruit, (he goes with, 

I pray 
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I pray for heartily 5 that it may find 

Good time, and live : bat for the ftock, fir Thomas, 

I wifh it grabbed up now. 

Lov. Methinks, I could 

Cry the amen ; and yet my conscience fays 
She's a good creature, and, fweet lady, does 
Deferve our better wifhes. 

Gar. But, fir, fir,— 

Hear me, fir Thomas : you are a gentleman 
Of mine own way $ I know you wife, religious $ 
And, let me tell you, it will ne'er be well,— 
'Twill not, fir Thomas Lovell, take't of me, 
Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and (he, 
Sleep in, their graves. 

Lov. Now, fir, you fpeak of two 

The moft remarked i'the kingdom. As for Cromwell,— 
Befide that of the jewel-houfe, he's made mafter 
O'the rolls, and the king's fecretaryj further, fir, 
Stands in the gap and trade of more preferments, 
With which the time will load him : The archbifljop 
Is the king's hand, and tongue j And who dare fpeak 
One fyllable again ft him ? 

Gar. Yes, yes, fir Thomas, 

There are that dare j and I rayfelf have ventur'd 
To fpeak my mind of him : and, indeed, this day, 
Sir, (I may tell it you,) I think, I have 
Incens'd the lords o'the council, that he is 
(For fo I know he is, they know he is,) 
A moft arch heretick, a peftilence 
That does infect the land : with which they moved, 
Have broken with the king : who hath fo far 
Given ear to our complaint, (of h*is great grace 
And princely care j forefeeing thole fell mifchiefs 
Our reafons laid before him,) he hath commanded, 

To-morrow 
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To-morrow morning to the council-board 
He be consented. He's a rank weed, fir Thomas* 
And we muft root bim out. From four afiura 
I hinder you too long « good night, fir Thomas. . 
Lev* Many good nights, my lord ; I reft your fervant. 
[Exeunt Gamine* and Page. 

As Loy ell ugwng$ut, enfartbe King, and tbe Dukff 
Suffolk. 

JT. /&*. Charles, I will play no more to-night 3 
My mind's not on't, you are too hard for me. 

Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before. 

K.Hi*. But little, Charles; 
Nor (hall not, when my fancy's on my play.— 
Now, Lovell, from the queen what is the news? 

Lov. I could not perfonally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman 
I fent your menage 3 who return'd her thanks 
In the greateft humblenefi, and defir'd your highnefs 
Moft heartily to pray for her. 

JT. Hen. What (ay'ft thou? ha! 

To pray for her ? what, is me crying out ? 

Iw. So iaid her woman \ and that her fufferance made 
Alraoft each pang a death. 

K.Htn. Alas, good lady! 

Suf. God fafely quit her of her burden, and 
With gentle travail, to the gladding of 
Your highnefs with an heir I 

K. Hm. 'Tis midnight, Charles, 

Pr'ythee, to bed : and in thy prayers remember 
The. eftatc of my poor queen. Leave me alone * 
For I muft think of that, which compaay 
\Vill not be friendly to, 

Suf. 
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Suf. I wifh your highnefs 

A quiet night, and my good miftrefs will 
Remember in my prayers. 

K. Hen. Charles, good night,— 

[Exit Suffolk 

Enter Sir Anthony Denny. 

Well, fir, what follows? 

Den. Sir, I have brought my lord the archbifhof* 
As yon commanded me. 

K.Hen. Ha! Canterbury r 

Den. Ay, my good lord. 

K. Hen- *Tis true i Where is he, Denny? 

Den. He attends your higbneft' pleafure. 

K. Hen. Bring him to ut» 

[Exit Dinny. 

lov. This is about that which the bithop fpake \ 
I am happily come hither. [AJUk* 

Re-enter Denny nmtb Cranmer. 

K. Hen. Avoid the gallery. 

[LoviLLjfaw tofo. 
Ha !—I have (aid—Be gone. 
What !— [Exeunt Lovill and DlKNY. 

Cran. I am fearful t— -Wherefore frown* he chut f 
Tis his afpe& of terror. All's not well. 

K. Hen. How now, my lord r You do defire to know 
Wherefore I fat for you. 

Cran. It is my duty, 

To attend your highneft* pleafure. 

K. Hen. *Pray you, arUfc, 

My good and gracious lord of Canterbury. 

Come, 
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Come, you and I muft walk a turn together $ 

I have news to tell you* Come, come, give me your hand. 

Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I fpeak, 

And am right forry to repeat what follows i 

J have, and moft unwillingly, of late 

Heard many grievous, I do fay, my lord, 

Grievous complaints of you \ which, being confider'd, 

Have mov'd us and our council, that you (hall 

This morning come before us j where, I know, 

You cannot with fuch freedom purge yourfelf, 

But that, till further trial, in thofe charges 

Which will require your anfwer, you muft take 

Your patience to you, and be well contented 

To make your houfe our Tower: You a brother of us, 

It fits we thus proceed, or cl£b no witnefs 

Would come againft you. 

. Cran. I humbly thank your highnefs; 

And am right glad to catch this good occafion 

Moft throughly to be winnowed, where my chaff 

And corn fhall fly afunders for, I know, 

There's none .ftands under more calumnious tongues, 

Than I myfelf, poor man. 

K.Hen. Stand up, good Canterbury $ 

Thy truth, and thy integrity, is rooted 
In us, thy friend : Give me thy hand, ftand up $ 
Pr'ythee, let's walk. Now, by my holy-dame, 
What manner of man are you f My lord, I look'd 
You would have given me your petition, that 
I fhould have ta'en fome pains to bring together 
Yourfelf and your accufers; and to have heard you 
Without indurance, further. 

Cran. Moft dread liege, 

The good I ftand on is my truth, and honefty j 
If they fhall fail, I, with mine enemies, 

Will 
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Will triumph o'er my perfon \ which I weigh not. 
Being of thofe virtues vacant. I fear nothing 
What can be (aid againft me. 

K. Hen. Know you not how 

Your ftate (lands i'the world, with the whole world ? 
Your enemies 

Are many, and not fraall 5 their practices 
Mull bear the fame proportion : and not ever 
The juftice-and the truth o'the queftion carries 
The due o'the verdift with it : At what eafe 
Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt 
To fwear againft you ? fuch things have been done. 
You are potently oppos'd 5 and with a malice 
Of as great fize. Ween you of better luck, 
I mean, in perjur'd witnefs, than your matter, 
Whofe minifter you are, whiles here he liv'd 
Upon this naughty earth ? Go to, go to 5 
You take a precipice for no leap of danger, 
And woo your own deftru&ion. 

Cran. God, and your majefty, 

Protect mine innocence, or I fall into 

The trap is laid for me ! 

K. Hen. Be of good cheer 1 5 

They (hall no more prevail, than we give way to. 

Keep comfort to you j and this morning fee 

You do appear before them : if they (hall chance, 

In charging you with matters, to commit you, 

The beft perfuafions to the contrary 

Pail not to ufe, and with what vehemency 

The occafion (hall inftruft you : if entreaties 

Will render you no remedy, this ring 

Deliver them, and your appeal to us 

There make before them. — Look, the good man weeps ! 

He's honert, on mine honour. <?od's Weft mother ! 

* I fwear, 
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I fwear, he ii true-hearted ; and a foul 

None better in my kingdom.— Get yon gone, 

And do at I have bid yon.— \Raat Cranmeh.] He has 

ftrangled 
His language in his tears. 

Enter an old Lady. 

Gent. [JPfotar,] Comeback; What mean yon t 

Lady. I'll not come back j the tidings that I bring 
Will make my boldnefs nttnners.-~Now, good angels 
Fly o'er thy royal head, and Jbade thy pedbn 
Vnder their blefled wings ! 

IT. Hen . Now, by thy looks 

I guefs thy menage. Is the queen delivered ? 
Say, ay; and of a boy. 

Lady. Ay, ay, my liege ; 

And of a lovely boy: The God of heaven 
Both now and ever blefs her !— 'tis a girl, 
Proraiies boys hereafter. Sir, your queen 
Defires your vifitatioo, and to be 
Acquainted with this Granger j *tis as like you, 
As cherry is to cherry. 

K. He*. Lovell,— 

Enter Lovell, 

' Lov. Sir. 

K.Hen. Give her an hundred marks. I'll to the queen. 

[£xi/Kifig. 
Lady. An hundred marks ! By this light, I'll have more. 
An ordinary groom is for inch payment. 
I will have more, or fcold it out of him. 
Said I for this, the girl is like to him ? 

6 I wil 1 
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I witt have more, or eke unfay't ; and now 

While it it hot, I'll put it to the Ufa. [Ixnutf • 



SCENE II. 

Lobby before the Cumai-Cbamber. 

f»/*r C*anmer; Servant*, Door-keeper, &c. attemdug. 

Crtm. I hope, I am not too late j and yet the gentleman, 
That was fent to me from the council, pray'd me 
To make great hafte> All faft ? what means this ?— Hoa! 
Who waits there ?— Sure, you know me t 

D. Keep, Yes, my lord i 

But yet I cannot help you. 

Cram. Why? 

D. Keep, Your grace mnft wait, till you be calTd for. 

Enter Drier Butts. 

Cram. So. 

Butts. This is a piece of malice. I am glad, 
I came this way fo happily : The king 
Shall underftand it prefentiy. {Exit Butts. 

Crem. [Afide.] *Tis Butts, 

The king's phyfician ; A* he paft along, 
How earneftly he caft his eyes upon me 1 
Pray heaven, he found not my difgrace ! For certain, 
Tbii is of purpofe lay'd, by fome that hate me, 
(God turn their hearts ! I never fought their malice,) 
To quench mine honour : they would fbame to make me 
Wait eife at door; a fellow councilor, 
Among boys, grooms, and lackeys. But their plsafast) 
Mail be fulfilled, and I attend with patience* 

Enter, 
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Enter, at a window above, the King and Butts. 

Butts. I'll fhow your grace the ftrangeft fight,— 
K. Hen. What's that, Butts > 

Butts. I think, your highnefs f&w this many a day. 
K. Hen. Body o'me, where is it ? 
Butts. There, my lord: 

The high promotion of his grace of Canterbury; 
Who holds his ftate at door, *mongft purfuivants, 
Pages, and footboys. 

K. Hen. Ha ! 'Tis he, indeed : 

Is this the honour they do one another ? 
'Tis well, there's one above them yet. I had thought, 
They had parted fo much honefty among them, 
(At lead, good manners,) as not thus to fuffer 
A man of his place, and fo near our favour, 
To dance attendance on their lordfliips* pleafures, 
And at the door too, like a poll with packets. 
By holy Mary* Butts, there's knavery : 
Let them alone, and draw the curtain clofe j 
We (hall hear more anon.— 

Enter the Lord Chancellor, the Duke ^Suffolk, Earl of 
Surrey, Lord Chamberlain, Gardiner, and Crom- 
well. The Chancellor places bimfelf at the upper end of 
the table on the left band j a feat being left void above brm, 
as for the Arcbbijbop of Canterbury. "The reft feat tbem- 
fefoes in order on each fide. Cromwell at the lower 

.. end, as fecretary. 

Chan. Speak to the bufinefs, mailer Secretary : 
Why are we met in council ? 

Crom. 
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Crom. Pleafe your honour*, 

The chief caufe concerns his grace of Canterbury* 

Gat. Has he had knowledge of it ? 

Crom. Yes. 

Nor. Who waits there ? 

D. Keep. Without, my noble lords f 

Gar. Yes* 

D. Keep. My lord archbiihop ; 

And has done half an hour, to know your pleafures. 

Chan. Let him come in. 

D. Keep. Your grace may enter now. 

[Crammer approaches the council-table. 

Cban. My good lord archbiihop, I am very forry 
To fit here at this prefent, and behold 
That chair Hand empty: But we all are men, 
In our own natures frail j and capable 
Of our flefli, few are angels ; out of which frailty, 
And want of wifdom, you, that beft mould teach us, 
Have mifdemean'd yourfelf, and not a little, 
Toward the kiflgfirft, then his laws, in filling 
The whole realm, by your teaching, and your chaplains, 
(For fo we are inform' d,) with new opinions, 
Divers, and dangerous 3 which are herefies, 
And, not reformed, may prove pernicious. 

Gar. Which reformation muft be fudden too, 
My noble lords : for thofe, that tame wild horfes, 
Pace them not in their hands to make them gentle $ 
But ftop their mouths with ftubborn bits, and fpur them, 
Till they obey the manage. If we fuffer 
(Out of our ealinefs, and childith pity 
To one man's honour) this contagious ficknefs. 
Farewell, all phyfick : And what follows then ? 
Commotions, uproars, with a general taint 
Of the whole date ; as, of late days, our neighbours, 

H The 
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The upper Germany, can dearly witnefs, 
Yet freuly pkaed in our memories. 

Om. My good lord*, hitherto, in all the progrefs 
Both of my life and office, I have laboured, 
And with no little ftudy, that my teaching, 
And the ftrong courfe of my authority, 
Might go one way, and fafely j and the end 
Was ever, to do well : nor is there living 
(I fpeak it with a (ingle heart, my lords,) 
A man, that more detefts, more ftirs againft, 
Both in his private confcience, and his place, 
pefecers of a publick peace, than I do* 
Tray heaven, the king may never find a heart 
With lefs allegiance in it ! Men, that make 
Envy, and crooked malice, nouriihment, 
Dare bite the beft. I do befeech your lordfhipf, 
That, in this cafe of juitice, my accusers. 
Be what they will, may ftand forth face to fact, 
And freely urge againft me. 

Suf. Nay, my lord, 

That cannot be j you are a counsellor, 
And, by that virtue, no man dare accufe you. 

Gar. My lord, becauft we have bufihefs of more mo- 
ment, 
We will be Ibort with you. 'Tis his highnefs' pleafure, 
And our confent, for better trial of you, 
From hence you be committed to the Tower i 
Where, being but a private man again, 
You (hall know many dare accufe you boldly. 
More than, I fear, you are provided for, 

Cran. Ah, my good lord of Winchefter, I thank you, 
You are always my good friend \ if your will pais, 
I (hall both find your lordmip judge and juror, 
You are fo merciful : I fee your end, 

Tis 



A8t* X1V9 KSKRY Till* 99 

*Ti$ my undoing s Lore, and meeknefs, lord, 
Become a churchman better than ambition 9 
Win ftraying fouls with rnodefty again, 
Caft none away. That I (hall clear myfelf, 
Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience, 
I make as Jittle doubt, as you do confcience 
In doing daily wrongs. I could fay more, 
But reverence to your calling makes me raodeft. 

Gar. My lord, my lord, you are a feftary, 
That's the plain truth 5 your painted glofs difcovers, 
To men that underftand you, words and weaknefs. 

Crom. My lord of Wincbefter, you are a little, 
By your good favour, too (harp ; men fo noble, 
However faulty, yet mould find refpeft 
For what they have been x 'tis a cruelty, 
To load a felling man. 

Gar. Good mafter Secretary, 

I cry your honour mercy j you may, worft 
Of all this table, fay fo. 

Crom. Why, my lord ? 

Gar. Do not I know you for a favourer 
Of this new feci: ? ye are not found. 

Crom. Not found ? 

Gar. Not found, I lay. 

Crom. 'Would you were half fo boneft ! 

Men's prayers then would feek you, not their fears. 

Gar. I mall remember this bold language* 

Crom. Do. 

Remember your bold life too. 

Chan. This is too much } 

Forbear, for (tame, toy lords. 

Gar. I have done. 

Crom. And I. 

Chan. Then thus for yon, my lord,— It Hands agreed, 
H * I take 
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I take it, by all voices, that forthwith 
Vou be convey'd to the Tower a prifoner 5 
There to remain, till the king's further pleafure 
Be known unto us : Are you all agreed, lords ? 

All. We are. 

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy, 

But I muft needs to the Tower, my lords ? 

Gar. What other 

Would you expert ? You are ftrangely troublefome. 
Let ibme o'the guard be ready there. 

Enter Guard. 

Craft* , For me ? 

Mutt I go like a traitor thither? 

Gar. Receive him, 

And fee him fafe i'the Tower* 

Cran. Stay, good my lords, 

I have a little yet to fay. Look there, my lords, 
By virtue of that ring, I take my caufe 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
To a molt noble judge, the king my matter. 

Cham. This is the king's ring. 

Sur. *Tis no counterfeit. 

Suf. "Tls the right ring, by heaven j I told ye all. 
When we firft put this dangerous ftone a rolling, 
T would fall upon ourfelves. 

Nor. Do you think, my lords, 

The king will fuffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex'd } 

Cham. 'Tis' now too certain : 

How much more is his life in value with him ? 
*Would I were fairly out on't. 

Gr#w* My mind gave me, 

I* 



A8 V. XltfO HBKRY VII!. 10| 

In feeking tales, and informations, 

Againft this man, (whole honefty the devil 

And his difciples only envy at,) 

Ye blew the fire that burns ye : Now have at ye* 

Enter King, frowning en them 5 takes bis feat. 

Gar. Dread fovereign, how much are we bound to 
eaven 
In daily thank*, that gave us fuch a prince ; 
Not only good and wife, but mod religious : 
One that, in all obedience, makes the church 
The chief aim of his honour ; and, to ftrengthen 
That holy duty, out of dear refpeft, 
His royal felf in judgement comes to hear 
The caufe betwixt her and this great offender. 

K. Hen. You were ever good at fudden commendations,. 
Bilhop of Winchefter. But know, I come not 
To hear fuch flattery now, and in my prefence $ 
They are too thin and bafe to hide offenceSe 
To me you. cannot reach, you play the fpaiiiel, 
And think with wagging of your tongue to win me $ 
But, whatfoe'er thou tak'ft me for, I am fure, 
Thou haft a cruel nature, and a bloody.— 
Good man, [To C ran me r.] fit down. Now let me fee 

the proudeft 
He, that dares moft, but wag his finger at thee : 
By all that's holy, he had better ftarve, 
Than but once think his place becomes thee riot. 

Sur. May it pleafe your grace, — 

K. Hen. No, fir, it does not pleafe me. 

I had thought, I had had men of fome, understanding 
And wifdom, of my council 3 but I find none. 
Was it difcretion, lords, to let this man, 

H a This 
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This good man, (few of you deferve that title,) 
This honcft man, wait like a lowfy footboy 
At chamber door ? and one as great as you are r 
Why, what a fhame was this ? Did my commiffion 
Bid ye fo fer forget yourfelves ? I gave ye 
Power as he was a counsellor to try him, 
Not as a groom 5 There's fome of ye, I fee, 
More out of malice than integrity, 
Would try him to the utmoft, had ye mean j 
Which ye mall never have, while I live. 

Chan. Thus fer, 

My moft dread fbvereign, may it like your grace 
To let my tongue excufe all. What was purposed, 
Concerning his imprifonment, was rather 
(If there be faith in men,) meant for his trial* 
And fair purgation to the world, than malice j 
I am furs, in me* 

K. Hen. Well, well, my lords, refpe& him $ 

Take him, and ufe him well, he's worthy of it. 
I will fay thus much for him, If a prince 
May be beholden to a fubje&, I 
Am, for his love and fervice, fo to him. > 
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him ; 
Be friends, for f^ame, my lords. — My lord of Canterbury, 
I have a fuit wKich you muft not deny me ; 
That is, a fatf young maid that yet wants baptifm, 
You muft be godfather, and anfwer for her. 

Cran. The greateft monarch now alive may glory 
In fuch an honour ; How may I deferve it, 
That am a poor and humble fubjecr. to you ? 

K. Hen. Come, come, my lord, you'd fpare your fpoons \ 
you mall have 
Two noble partners with you 5 the old duchefi of Nor- 
folk, 

And 
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And lady marquift Dorfet $ Will thefe pleafe you r 
Once more, ray lord of Winchefter, I charge you, 
Embrace, and love this man. 

Gar. Wkh a true heart, 

And brother-love, I do it. 

Cran. And let heaven 

Witnefs, how dear I hold this confirmation. 

K.Hen. Good man, thofe joyful tears (how thy true 
heart. 
The common voice, 1 fee, is verify'd 
Of thee, whkh fays thus, Do my lord of Canterbury 
AJbrewd tarn, and be is your friend for ever.— 
Come lords, we trifle time away \ I long 
To have this young one made a chriftian. 
As I have made ye one, lords, one remain \ 
So I grow ftronger, yon more honour gain. [Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

The Palace Yard. 
Noife and tumult within: Enter Porter, and bis Man. 

fort . You'll leave your noife anon, ye rafcals : Do you 
take the court for Paris-garden ? ye rude flaves, leave 
your gaping. 

\Witbm.] Good matter porter, I belong to the larder. 

Port. Belong to the gallows, and be hang'd, you rogue : 
Is this a place to roar in ? — Fetch me a dozen crab-tree 
ftavevand ftrong ones ; thefe are bat fwitches to them.*— 
r^feratch your heads : You mutt be feeing christenings ? 
fio you look for ale and cakes here, you rude rafcals ? 

Man. Pray, fir, be patient ; 'tis as much impoffible 
(Unlefs we foeep them from the door wkh cannons,) 

H 4 To 
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To fcatter them, as 'tis to make them deep 
On May-day morning \ which will never be i 
We may as well pufh againft Paul's, as ftir them. 

Port. How got they in, and be hang'd ? 

Man. Alas, I know not \ How gets the tide in ? 
As much as one found cudgel of four foot 
(You fee the poor remainder) could diftribute, 
I made no fpare, fir. 

Port. You did nojthing, fir. 

Man. I am not Sampfon, nor fir Guy, nor Colbrand, 
to mow them down before me : but, if I fpar'd any, that 
had a head to hit, either young or old, he or (he, cuckold 
or cuckold -maker, let me never hope to fee a chine again) 
and that I would not for a cow, God fave her. 

{Within.} Do you hear, mafter Porter ? 

Port. I fhall be with you prefently, good mailer pup- 
py.— Keep the door clofe, firrah. 

Man. What would you have me do ? 

Port. What mould you do, but knock them down by 
the dozens ? Is this Moorfields to mufter in ? or have we 
fome ftrange Indian with the great tool come to court, 
the women fo befiegeus ? Blefs me, what a fry of forni- 
cation is at door 1 On my chriftian confcience, this one 
chriftening will beget a thoufand $ here will be father, 
godfather, and all together. 

Man. The fpoons will be the bigger, fir. There is a 
fellow fomewhat near the door, he fhould be a brazier by 
his face, for, o'roy confcience, twenty of the dog-days 
now reign in's nofe $ all that ftand about him are under 
the line, they need no other penance : That fire-drake did 
I hit three times on the head, and theee times was his nofe 
difcharg'd againft me j he ftands there, like a mortar-piece, 
to blow us. There was a haberdasher's wife of fmall wit 
near him, that rail'd upon me till her pink'd porringer 
i f«U 
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fell off her head, for kindling fuch a combuftion in the 
ftate. I mifs'd the meteor once, and hit that woman, who 
cry'4 out, chtbt / when I might fee from far fome forty 
truhcheoneers draw to her fuccour, which were the hope of 
the Strand, where (he was quartered. They fell on ; I 
made good my place ; at length they came to the broom- 
ftaff with me, I defy'd them ftill 5 when fuddenly a file of 
boys behind them, loofe (hot, deliver'd fuch a (hower of 
pebbles, that I was fain \q draw mine honour in, and let 
them win the work : The devil was amongft them, I think, 
furely. 

Port. Thefe are the youths that thunder at a play-houfe, 
and fight for bitten apples 5 that no audience, but the 
Tribulation of Tower-hill, or the limbs of Limehoufe, 
their dear brothers, are able to endure. I have fome of 
them in Limbo Patrum> and there they are like to dance 
thefe three days; bcfide* the running banquet of two bea- 
dles, that is to come. 

Enttr tbe Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Mercy o'me, what a multitude are here ! 
They grow ftill too, from all parts they are coming, 
As if we kept a fair here ! Where are thefe porters, 
Thefe lazy knaves ? — Ye have made a fine hand, fellows. 
There's a trim rabble let in : Are all thefe 
Your faithful friends d'the fuburbs ? We (hall have 
Great ftore of room, no doubt, left for the ladies, 
When they pafs back from the chriftening. 

Port, An't. pleafe your honour 

We are but men ; and what (b many may do. 
Not being torn a pieces, we have done : 
An army cannot rule them. 

Cham, As I live, 

If 
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If the king blame me for't, Fll lay ye all 

9y the heels, and fuddenly ; and on your headt 

Clap round fines, for negleft : You are laxy knaves j 

And here ye lie baiting of burabards, when 

Ye ihould do fervice. Hark, the trumpets found $ 

They are come already from the christening : 

Go, break among the prefs, and find a way out 

To let the troop paft fairly ; or 111 find 

A Marihatfea, (hall hold you play thefe two months. 

Port. Make way there for the princefs. 

Mart. You great fellow, ftand clofe up, or PU make 
your head ake. 

Port. You i'the camlet, get up o'the rail $ I'll pick you 
o'er the pales elfe. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. 
The Palace. 

Enter Trumpets, founding ; then two Aldermen, Lord Mayor, 
Garter, Cranmer, Duke ^Norfolk, with bis Mar- 
jbals flaff, Duke of Suffolk, two Noblemen bearing 
great -fianding-bowls for the chriflening gifts', then four 
Noblemen bearing a canopy, under which the Duchefs {^Nor- 
folk, godmother, bearing the child richly habited in a man" 
tie, &c. Train borne by a Lady : then follows the Mar- 
chionefs ^/"Dorset, the other godmother, and ladies. The 
troop pafs once about tbeflage, and Garter fpeaks. 

Gael. Heaven, from thy endlefs goodnefs, (end pros- 
perous life, long, and ever happy, to the high and mighty 
princefs of England, Elizabeth 1 

4 Flourijb. 
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FUuriJb. Enter King, and tfrain. 

Cran. [Kneeling.] And to your royal grace, and tht 
good queen, 
My noble partners, and my (elf, thus pray 5— 
All comfort, joy, in this raoft gracious lady, . 
Heaven ever laid up to make parents nappy, 
May hourly fall upon ye 1 

K. Hen. Thank you, good lord archbifhop 1 

What is her name ? 

Cran. . Elizabeth. 

K.Hen. Stand up, lord.— 

[The King ktffes the child. 
With this kifs take, my blefling: God protect thee 1 
Into whofe band I give thy life. 

Cran. Amen. 

K. Hen. My noble goflips, ye have been too prodigal : 
I thank ye heartily $ fo (hall this lady, 
When (he has fo much Engliw. 

Cran. Let me fpeak, fir, 

For Heaven now bids me ; and the words I utter 
Let none think flattery, for they'll find them truth* 
This royal infant, (heaven ftill move about her I) 
Though in her cradle, yet now. promises 
Upon this land a thou&nd thoufand bleflings, 
Which time (hall bring to ripenefs t She (hall be 
(But few now living can behold that goodnefs,) 
A pattern to all princes* living with her. 
And all that (hall fucceed 1 Sheba was never 
More covetous of wifdom, and fair virtue, 
Than this pure foul (hall be : all princely graces, 
That mould up fuch a mighty piece as this is, 
With all the virtues that attend the good, 
Shall ftill be doubled on her : truth (hall nurfe her, 

Holy 
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Holy and heavenly thoughts ffcill counfel her : 
She (hall be lov'd, and fear'd : Her own (hall blefs her ; 
Her foes (hake like a field of beaten corn, 
And hang their heads with forrow : Good grows with her ; 
In her days, every man (hall eat in fafcty 
Under his own vine, what he plants ; and fing 
The merry fongs of peace to all his neighbours e 
God (hall be truly known $ and thofe about her 
From her (hall read the perfect ways of honour, 
And by thofe claim their greatnefs, not by blood. 
Nor (hall this peace deep with her : But as when 
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phoenix, 
Her awes new create another 'heir, 
As great in admiration as herfelf 5 
So (hall (he leave her bleflednefs to one, 
(When heaven (hall call her from this cloud of darknefs,) 
Who, from the facred a(hes of her honour, 
Shall (far-like rife, as great in fame as (he was, 
And fo (land fix'd: Peace, plenty, love, truth, terror, 
That were the fervants to this chofen infant, 
Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him 3 
Wherever the bright fun of heaven (hall (nine, 
His honour and the greatnefs of his name 
Shall be, and make new nations : He (hall flourifh, 
And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 
To all the plains about him :— Our children's children. 
Shall fee this, and blefs heaven. 
K. Hen. * Thou fpeakeft wonders* 

Craa, She (hall be, to the happinefs of England, 
An aged princefs $ many days (hall fee her, 
And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 
• Would I had known no more ! but (he mud die, 
She muft, the faints muft have her ; yet a virgin, 
A mo( unfpotted lily (hall (he pafs 
To the ground, and all the world (hall mourn her. 

K. Htx. 
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K.Hen. O lord archbifhop, 
Thou haft made me now a man ; never, before 
This happy child, did I get any thing : 
This oracle of comfort has fo pleas' d me, 
That, when I am in heaven, I (hall deure 
To fee what this child does, and praife my Maker.— 
I thank ye all, — To you, my good lord mayor, 
And your good brethren, I am much beholden $ 
I have receiv'd much honour by your prefence, 
And ye (hall find me thankful. Lead the way, lords j— 
Ye muft all fee the queen, and (he muft thank ye, 
She will be fick elfe. This day, no man think 
He has bufinefs at his houfe j for all (hall (lay, 
This little one (hall make it holiday. [Exeunt. 



EPILOGUE, 



EPILOGUE. 

Tis ten to one, this play can never pleafe 

All that are here : Some come to take their eafe, 

And deep an aft or two 5 but thofe, we fear, 

We have frighted with our trumpets $ fo, 'tis clear* 

They'll fay, 'tis naught : others, to hear the city 

Abus'd extremely, and to cry,— tbafs witty ! 

Which we have not done neither : that, I fear, 

All the expefted good we are like to hear 

For this play at this time, is only in 

The merciful conftru&ion of good women : 

For fuch a one we ftiow'd them $ If they fmile, 

And (ay, 'twill do, I know, within a while 

All the beft men are ours j for 'tis ill hap, 

If they hold, when their ladies bid them clap. 
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OBSERVATIONS. 



*pHE ft ory ot t h e Mifirothrope is told in almoft every collection of 
the time, and particularly in two books, with which Shakfpearc 
was ultimately acquainted; the Palace of Pleafure, and the Englijk 
Plutarch, Indeed, from a paflage in an old play, called Jack Drum's 
Entertainment, I conjecture that he had before made his appearance on 
theftage; Farmer. 

The paffage in Jack Drum's Entertainment or Pafaml and Katharine, 
l6oi> is this: 

« Come, I'll be as fociable as Ttmon of Athens." 
But the allufion is fo night, that it might as well have been bor- 
rowed from Plutarch or the novel. 

Mr. Strutt the engraver, to whom our antiquaries are under no in- 
confiderable obligations, has in his poffeffion a MS. play on this fub* 
ject. It appears to have been written, or tranferibed, about the year 
1600. There is a fcene in it refembling Shakfpeare's banquet given 
by Timon to his flatterers. Inftead of -warm water he fets before them 
fiones painted like artichokes, and afterwards beats them out of the room. 
He then retires to the woods, attended by his faithful fteward, who 
(like Kent in King Lear) has difguifed himfelf to continue his fervices 
to his matter. Timon, in the laft a£, is followed by his fickle miftrefs, 
&c. after he was reported to have difcovered a hidden treafure by dig- 
ging. The piece itfelf (though it appears to be the work of an acade- 
mick) is a wretched one. The perjorue dramatis are as follows : 

" The actors names. 
" Timon. 

" Laches, his faithful fervant. 
w lutrapelus, a diflblute young man. 
f Gelafimus, a cittie heyre. 

7 « Pfeydocfeeus, 
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" Pfeudocheus, a lying travailer. • 

" Demeas, an orator. 

" Philargurus, a covetous churlilh ould man. 

M Hermogenes, a ndler. 

** Abyffus, a ufurcr. 

«« Lollio, a cuntrey clowne, Pbilargurus fonne. 

"ISWus, } Two lying philofcpben. 
I " Grunnio, a lean fervant of Philargurut. 

j " Obba, Tymon's butler. 

u Pcedio, Gelauraus page. 

" Two ferjeants. 

« A failor. 
| " Callimela, Phllargurus daughter* 

«' Blattc, her prattling nurfe. 

" SCENE,* Athens." Stebvsns. 

Shakfpeare undoubtedly formed this play on the paflage in Plutarch's 
Lift of Antony relative to Timon, and not on the twenty-eighth no- 
vel of the firft volume or" Painter's Palace of Pleafure ; becaufe he is 
there merely defcribed as " a man-hater, of a ftrange and heaftly na- 
ture/' without any caufe afligned ; whereas Plutarch furnifhed our 
author with the following hint to work upon. " Antonius. forfook 
the citie, and companie of his friendes,— faying, that he would lead Ti- 
mon's life, becaufe he had the like wrong offered him, that was offer- 
ed unto Timon ; and for the unthankftdnefs of theft he had done good 
unto, and whom he tooke to be his friendes, he was angry with all men, 
and would truft no man** 

To the manufcript play mentioned by Mr. Steevens, our author* 
I have no doubt, was alfo indebted for fome other circumftances. 

I Here he found the faithful fteward, the banquet-fcene, and the ftory of 
Timon's being poflefled of great fums of gold which he had dug up in 
the woods : a c i re um (Vance which he could not have had from Lucian, ' 
I there being then no tranflation of the dialogue that relates to this fub- 
j«a. 
Spon fays, there is a building near Athens, yet remaining, called 
Timon s Tower, 
Timon of Athens was written, I imagine, in the year 1610. 

MaC*k«. 
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// flams tbi glory in that happy verf* 
Which aptly fingi tbi good. 

Mer m *Tis a good form. 

[Looking en the jewel. 

Jew* And rich i here is a water, look you. 

Pain. You are rapt, fir, in fome work, fome dedication 
To the great lord. 

Poet. A thing flipp'd idly from me. 

Our poefy is as a gum, which oozes 
From whence 'tis nouriflied : The fire i'thc flint 
Shows not, till it be (truck; our gentle flame 
Provokes itfelf, and, like the current, flies 
Each bound it chafes. What have you there ? 

Pain, A picture, fir. — And when comes your book 
forth? 

Poet. Upon the heels of my prefentment, fir. 
Let's fee your piece. 

Pain, *Tis a good piece. 

Poet . So 'tis : this comes off well and excellent. 

Pain. Indifferent. 

Poet. Admirable : How this grace 

Speaks his own (landing : what a mental power 
This eye (hoots forth ! how big imagination 
Moves in this lip ! to the dumbnefs of the gefture 
One might interpret. 

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life. 
Here is a touch; Is't good? 

Poet . I'll fay of it, 

It tutors nature : artificial ftrife 
Lives in thefe touches, livelier than life. 

Enter certain Senators, andpafs over. 

Pain. How this lord's follow'd! 

Poet. The fenators of Athens j— Happy men ! 

3 Pain, 
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Pain. Lock, more ! 

Poet. You fee this confluence, this great flood <|f vifi- 
tors. 
I have, in this rough work, fhap'd out a man, 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hug 
With ampleft entertainment : My free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moves itfelf 
In a wide fea of wax : no leveird malice 
Infe&s one comma in the courfe I hold $ 
But flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on, 
Leaving no tracl behind. 

Pain. How fhall I underftand you ? 

Poet. I'll unbolt to you* 

You fee how all conditions, how all minds, 
(As well of glib and flippery creatures, as 
Of grave and auftere quality,) tender down 
Their ffervices to lord Timon » his large*fortune, 
Upon his good and gracious nature Ranging, 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance 
All forts of hearts ; yta, from the glafs-fac'd flatterer 
To Apemantus, that few things loves better 
Than to abhor himfelf : even he drops down 
The knee before him, and returns in peace 
Moft rich in Ttmon's nod. 

Pain. I faw them fpeak together. 

Poet. Sir, I have, upon a high and pleafant hill, 
Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd : The bafe o'the mount 
Is rank'd with all deferts, all kind of natures, 
That labour on the bofom of this fphere 
To propagate their ftates : amongft them all, 
Whofe eyes are on this fovereign lady hVd, 
One do I perfonate of lord Timon's frame, 
Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her 5 

B a Whofe 
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Whofe prcfent grace to prefent (laves and fervant* 
Tranflates bis rivals. 

Pain. *Ti8 conceiv'd to fcope. 

This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, methinks, 
"With one man beckon'd from the reft below, 
Bowing his head againft the fteepy mount 
To climb his happinefs, would be well exprefs'd 
In our condition. 

Pott. Nay, fir, but hear me on i 

All thofe which were his fellows but of late, 
(Some better than his value,) on the moment 
Follow his ftrides, his lobbies fill with tendance, 
Rain (acrificial whifperings in his ear, 
Make facred even his ftirrop, and through him 
Drink the free air. 

Pain. Ay, marry, what of thefe ? 

Poet. When Fortune, in her fhift and change of mood, 
Spurns down her late belov'd, all his dependants, 
Which laboured after him to the mountain's top, 
Even on their knees and hands, let him flip down, 
Not one accompanying l>is declining foot. 

Pain. *Tis common : 
A thoufand moral paintings I can (how, 
That (hall demonftrate thefe quick blows of fortune 
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well, 
To (how lord Timon, that mean eyes have feen 
The foot above the head. 

Trumpets found. Enter Tim on, attended \ the Servant of 
Ventidius talking with him. 

Tim. Imprifon'd is he, (ay you ? 

Ven. Ser<v. Ay, my good lord : five talents is his debt ; 

His 
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His means moft (hort, his creditors moft ftraitt 
Your honourable letter he defires 
To thofe have (hut him up ; which failing to him, 
Periods his comfort. 

Tim. Noble Ventidius ! Well j 

I am not of that feather, to (hake off 
My friend when he mud: need me. I do know him 
A gentleman, that well deferves a help, 
Which he (ball have : I'll pay the debt, and free him* 

Fen. Serv. Your lordihip ever binds him. 

Tim. Commend me to him : I will (end his ranfom % 
And, being enfranchised, bid him come to me :— 
'Tis not enough to help the feeble up, 
But to fupport him after.-*-Fare you well. 

Fen. Seru. All happinefs to your honour ! [Exit. 

Enter an old Athenian. 

QldAtb. Lord Timon, hear me (peak. 

Tim. Freely, good father. 

Old Atb. Thou haft a fervant nam'd Lucilius. 

Tim, I have fo : What of him ? 

Old Atb. Moft noble Timon, call the man before thee. , 

Tim. Attends he here, or no ? — Lucilius ! 

Enter Lucilius. 

Luc. Here, at your lordfliip's fervice. 
Old Atb* This fellow here, lord Timon, this thy crea- 
ture, 
By night frequents my houfe. I am a man 
That from my firft have been inclined to thrift j 
And my eftate deferves an heir more rais'd, 
Than one which holds a trencher. 

B 3 Tim. 
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Tm. Wdlj what farther ? 

Old Atb. One only daughter have I, to© kin dfe, 
On whom I may confer what I have got < 
The maid is fair, o'the youngeft for a bride. 
And I have bred her at my deareft coft, 
In qualities of the beft. This man of thine 
Attempts her lore : t pr^ytbee, noble lord, 
Join with me to forbid him her retort 5 
Myfeif have $oke in tarn. 

Tim. The man is honeft* 

Old Atb. Therefore he will be, Timon: 
His honefty rewards him in ittelf, 
It muft not bear my daughter. 

7i7». Doet ihfe love him ? 

Old Atb. She ie young, and apt s 
Our own precedent pafllons do in(lru6l us 
What levity's in youth, 

Tim. [/gLucilius] Love you the maid ? 

Luc . Ay, my good lord, and me accepts of it. 

X>U Atb. If in her marriage my confent be mining, 
I call the gods to witnefs, I will choofe 
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world, 
And difpoflefs her all. 

Vm. How (hall (he be endowed 

If (he be mated with an equal hu(band ? 

Old Atb. Three talents, on the prefent 5 in future, all. 

Tim. This gentleman of mine hath ferv'd me long 5 
To build his fortune, I will (train a little, 
For tts a bond in men. Give him thy daughter : 
What you beftow, in him I'll counterpoife, 
And make him weigh with her. 

Old Atb. Moft noble lord, 

Pawn me to this your honour, (he is his. 

Tim. My hand to thee 5 mine honour on my promife. 

Luc. 
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Luc. Humbly I thank your lordfhip : Never may 
That ftate or fortune fall into my keeping, 
Which is not ow'd to you ! 

[Exeunt Lucilius and did Athenian. 

Poet. Vouch&fe my labour, and long live your lord- 
fhip! 

Tim. I thank you 5 you (hall hear from me anon t 
Go not away. What have you there, my friend r 

Pain, A piece of painting \ which I do befeech 
Your lordfhip to accept. 

Tim. Painting is welcome. ^ ^ 

The painting is almoft the natural man 5 
For fince dishonour trafficks with man's nature, 
He is but outfide : Tbefe penciled figures are 
Even fuch as they give out. I like your work 5 
And you fhall find, t like it : wait attendance 
Till you hear further from me. 

Pain. The gods preferve you ! 

Tim. Well fare you, gentlemen : Give me your hand ; 
We muft needs dine together. — Sir, your jewel 
Hath fuffer'd under praife. 

Jew. What, my lord ? difpraife ? 

Tim. A meer fatiety of commendations. 
If I mould pay you for't as 'tis extoli'd, 
It would unclew me quite. 

Jew. My lord, 'tis rated 

As thofe, which fell, would give : But you well know, 
Things of like value, differing in the owners, 
Are priased.by their matters : believ't, dear lord, 
You mend the jewel by wearing it. 

Ttm. Well mock'd. 

Mer. No, my good lord ; he fpeaks the common tongue, 
Which all men fpeak with him. 

Tim. Look, who comes here. Will you be chid ? 

B 4 Enter 
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Enter Apemantus. 



Jew. We will bear, with your lordfliip. 

Mer. He'll (pare none. 

Tim. Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus ! 

Apem. Till I be gentle, ftay for thy good morrow ; 
When thou art Timon's dog, and thefe knaves honed. 

Tim. Why doft thou call them knaves ? thou know 'ft 
them not. 

Apem. Are they not Athenians ? 

Tim. Yes. 

Apem. Then I repent not. 

Jew. You know me, Apemantus. 

Apem. Thou know'ft, I do $ I call'd thee by thy name. 

Ttm. Thou art proud, Apemantus. 

Apem. Of nothing fo much, as that I am not like Ti- 
mon. 

Tim. Whither art going ? 

Apem. To knock out an honcft Athenian's brains. 

Ttm. T hat's a deed thou'lt die for. 

Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by the law. 

Tim. How likeft thou this picture, Apemantus ? 

Apem. The bed, for the innocence. 

Tim. Wrought he not well, that painted it ? 

Apem. He wrought better, that made the painter \ and 
yet he's but a filthy piece of work. 

Pain. You are a dog. 

Apem. Thy mother's of my generation j What's fhe, if 
I be a dog ? 

Tim. Wilt dine with me, Apemantus ? 

Apem. No ; I eat not lords. 

Tim. An thou mould 'ft, thou'dft anger ladies. 

AUm. O, they eat lords $ fo they come by great bellies. 

Tim. 
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Ttm. That's a lafbivious apprehenfion. 

Apem. So thou apprehend'ft it : Take it for thy labour. 

Tm. How doft thou like this jewel, Apemantus? 

Apem. Not fo well as plain dealing, which will not coft 
a man a doit. 

Tim. What doft think 'tis worth ? 

Apem. Not worth my thinking.— How now, poet ? 

Poet, How now, philofopher ? 

Apem. Thoulieft. 

Poet. Art not one. 

Apem. Yes. 

Poet. Then I lie not. 

Apem. Art not a poet ? 

Poet. Yes. 

Apem. Then thou lieft : look in thy laft work, where 
thou haft feign'd him a worthy fellow. 

Poet. That's not feign'd, he is fo. 

Apem. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee for 
thy labour : He, that loves to be flatter'd, is worthy o'the 
flatterer. Heavens that I were a lord ! 

Tim. What would'ft do then, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Even as Apemantus does now, hate a lord with 
ray heart. 

Tim. What, thyfelf ? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. Wherefore? 

Apem. That I had no angry wit to be a lord. — 
Art not thou a merchant ? 

Mer. Ay, Apemantus. 

Apem. Traffic k confound thee, if the gods will not 1 

Mer. If traffick do it, the gods do it. 

Apem. Traffick' s thy god, and thy god confound thee ! 

Trumpets found. Enter a Servant. 

Tim. What trumpet's that? 

Serv. 
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Serv. % Tis Alcibiades, and 

Some twenty borfe, all of compaiuonfhip. 

Tim. Pray, entertain them j give them guide to vs. — 

[Exeunt fame Attendants* 
You mud needs dine with me: — Go not you hence. 
Till I have thank'd you ; and, when dinner's done, 
Show me this piece.— I am joyful of your fights. — 

Enter Alcibiades, with bis Company. 

Moft welcome, fir! [Tbeyfakttm 

Apem. So, fo ; there !— 

Aches contract and ftarve your fupple joints ! 
That there mould be fmall love 'mongft thefe fweet 

knaves, 
And all this court' fy ! The drain of man's bred out 
Into baboon and monkey. 

Akib. Sir, you have fav'd my longing, and I feed 
Moft hungrily on your fight. 

Tim. Right welcome, fir : 

Ere we depart, we'll fhare a bounteous time 
In different pleafuies. Pray you, let us in. 

[Exeunt all but Apemantus* 

Enter two Lords. 

i Lord. What time a day is't, Apemantus > 

Apem. Time to be honeft. 

x Lord. That time ferves (till. 

Apem. The moft accurfed thou, that ftill omrt'ft it. 

a Lord. Thou art going to Lord Timon's feaft. 

Apem. Ay ; to fee meat fill knaves, and wine heat fools. 

a Lord. Fare thee well, fare thee well. 

Apem. Thou art a fool, to bid me farewell twice. 

a Lord. Why, Apemantus ? 

Apem. 
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Apart. Shouldft have kept one to thyfelf, for I mean to 
give thee none. 

i Lord. Hang thyfelf. 

Apem. No, I will do nothing at thy bidding : make thy 
requefts to thy friend. 

a Lor J. Away, unpeaceable dog, or 1*11 fpurn thee 
hence. 

Apem, I will fly, like a dog, the heels of the aft. 

[Exit* 

i Lord. He's oppofite to humanity. Come, Jhall we in, 
And tafte lord Timon's bounty t he outgoes 
The very heart of kindnefs. 

% Lord. He pours it out 5 Plutus, the god of gold, 
Is but his fteward : no meed, but he repays 
Sevenfold above itfelf j no gift to him, 
But breeds the giver a return exceeding 
All ufe of quittance. 

i Lord. The noblefl mind he carries, 

That ever gOvern'd man. 

% Lord. Long may he live in fortunes ! Shall we in ? 

z Lord. I'll keep you company. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 
The fame. A Room of State in Timon's Houfe. 

Hautboys playing loud mufick. A great banquet firmed in { 
Flavius and others attending ; then enter Tim on, 
Alcibiades, Lucius, Lucullus, Sempronius, 
and other Athenian Senators, <witb Ventidius and At- 
tendants . Then comes, dropping after ally Apemantus, 
dif contentedly . 

Ven. Moft honour'd Timon, 't hath pleas'd the gods 

remember 

My 
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My father's age, and call him to long peace. 

He is gone happy, and has left me rich : 

Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound 

To your free heart, I do return thofe talents, 

Doubled, with thanks, and fervice, from whofe help 

I deriv'd liberty. 

Tim. O, by no means, 

Honed Ventidius -. you miftake my love; 
I gave it freely ever j and there's none 
Can truly fay, he gives, if he receives : 
If our betters play at that game, we muit not dare 
To imitate them ; Faults that are rich, are fair. 

Ven. A noble fpirit. 

[Tbcy all ft and ceremonioujlj faking o» Tiuon. 

Tim. Nay, my lords, ceremony 

Was but devis'd at firft, to fet a glofs 
On faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodnefs, forry ere 'tis mown 5 
But where there is true friendship, there needs none. 
Pray, fit 5 more welcome are ye to my fortunes, 
Than my fortunes to me. [Tbeyftt. 

i Lord. My losd, we always have confefs'd it. 

A fern. Ho, ho, confefs'd it ? hang'd it, have you not ? 

Tim. O, Apemantus!— you are welcome. 

Apem. No. 

You (hall not make me welcome s 
I come to have thee thruft me out of doors. 

Tim. Fie, thou art a churl $ you have got a humour 
there 
Does not become a man, 'tis much to blame: — 
They fay, my lords, that ira furor brew eft, 
But yond' man's ever angry. 
Go, let him have a table by bimfelf j 

For 



Act I. TIMON OF ATHENS* J 3 

For he does neither affed company, 
Nor is he fit for it, indeed. 

Afem. Let me flay at thine own peril, Timon ; 
I come to obferve j I give thee warning on't. 

Tim. I take no heed of thee j thou art an Athenian ; 
therefore welcome : I myfelf would have no power : pr'y- 
thee, let my meat make thee filent. 

A fern. I fcorn thy meat; 'twould choke me, for I 
fliould . 
Ne'er flatter thee. — O you gods ! what a number 
Of men eat Timon, and he fees them not ! 
It grieves me, to fee fo many dip their meat 
In one man's blood ; and all the madnefs is, 
He cheers them up too. 

I wonder, men dare truft themfelves with men: 
Methinks, they fliould invite them without knives ; 
Good for their meat, and fafer for their lives. 
There's much example for't ; the fellow, that 
Sits next him now, parts bread with him, and pledges 
The breath of him in a divided draught, 
Is the readied man to kill him : it has been prov'd. 
If I 

Were a huge man, I fliould fear to drink at meals 5 
Left they fliould fpy my windpipe's dangerous notes : 
Great men fhould drink with harnefs on their throats. 

Tim. My lord, in heart 5 and let the health go round. 

a Lord. Let it flow this way, my good lord. 

Apem. Flow this way ! 

A brave fellow ! — he keeps his tides well. Timon, 
Thofe healths will make thee, and thy ftate, look ill. 
Here's that, which is too weak to be a finner, 
Honeft water, which ne'er left man i'the mire : 
This, and my food, are equals j there's no odds. 
Feafls are too proud to give thanks to the gods. 

Apemantus's 
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Apemantus's Grace. '* 

Immortal gods, I crave no pelf $ 
I pray fir no man but myfelfz 
Grant I may never prove Jo find, 
To trufi man on bis oath or bond\ 
Or a harlot, for her tveeping j 
Or a dog, that fe ems ajleeping \ 
Or a keeper with my freedom ? , 
Or my friends, ifljbould need ''em. 
Amen. So fall to y t : 

Rich men Jut, and I eat root. [Eats and drinks m 
Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus ! 

Tim. Captain Alcibiades, your heart's in the field now. 
Alcih. My heart is ever at your fervice, my lord. 
Tim. You had rather be at a breakfaft of enemies, than 
a dinner of friends. 

Alcib. So they were bleeding-new, my lord, there's no ' 

meat like them ; I could wifli my beft friend at fuch a | 

feaft. I 

Apem. 'Would all thofe flatterers were thine enemies 
then ; that then thou might'ft kill 'em, and bid me to 
'em. ! 

i Lord. Might we but have that happinefs, my lord, 
that you would once ufe our hearts, whereby we might 
exprefs fome part of our zeals, we mould think ourfelves 
for ever perfeft. 

Tim. O, no doubt, my good friends, but the gods i 
themfelves have provided that I flialr have much help from 
you : How had you been my friends elfe ? why have you 
that charitable title from thoufands, did you not chiefly be- j 
long to my heart ? I have told more of you to myfelf, than | 
you can with modefty fpeak in your own behalf; and thus 

far 
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far I confirm you. O, you gods, think T, what need .we 
have any friends, if we fhould never have need of them ? 
they were the moft needlefs creatures living, would we 
ne'er have ufe for them : and would moft refemble fweet 
inftruments hung up in cafes, that keep their founds to 
themfelves. Why, I have often wiuYd myfe!f poorer, 
that I might come nearer to you. We are born to do be- 
nefits : and what better or properer can we call our own, 
than the riches of our friends ? O, what a precious com- 
fort 'tis to have fo many, like brothers, commanding one 
another's fortunes ! O joy, e'en made away ere it can be' 
born ! Mine eyes cannot hold out water, methinks : to for* 
get their faults, I drink to you. 
Apem. Thou weep'ft to make them drink, Timon. 

2 Lord. Joy had the like conception in our eyes, 
And, at that inftant, like a babe fprung up. 

Apem. Ho, ho! I laugh to think that babe a baftard. 

3 Lord. I promife you, my lord, you mov'd me much. 
Apem. Much! [Tucket founded. 
Tim. What means that trump ? — How now ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser<v. Pkafe you, my lord, there are certain ladies moft 
defirous of admittance. 

Tim. Ladies ? What are their wills ? 

Serv. There comes with them a forerunner, my lord, 
which bears that office, to (ignify their plcafures. 

.Tim. I pray, let them be admitted. 

Enter Cupid. 

Cup. Hail to thee, worthy Timon ;~and to all 
That of his bounties tafte '.—The five beft fenfes 

Acknowledge 
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Acknowledge thee their patron 5 and come freely 
To gratulate tby plenteous bofom : The car, 
Tafte, touch, finell, all pleas'd from tby table rife; 
They only now come but to feaft thine eyes. 

Tim, They are welcome all \ let them have kind admit, 
tance :— 
Mufick, make their welcome. {Exit Cupid. 

1 Lord. You fee, my lord, how ample you are belov'd. 

Mufick. Re-enter Cupid, with a mafque of Ladies or 
Amazons, ninth lutes in their hands, dancing, and flaying. 

Apem. Hey day ! what a fweep of vanity comes this 
way! 
They dance! they are mad women. 
Like madnefs is the glory of this life, 
As this pomp (hows to a little oil, and root. 
We make ourftlves fools, to difport ourfelves } 
And fpend our flatteries, to drink thofe men, 
Upon whofe age we void it up again, 
With poifonous fpire, and envy. Who lives, that's not 
Depraved, or depraves ? who dies, that bears 
Not one fpurn to their graves of their friends* gift ? 
I mould fear, thofe, that dance before me now, 
Would one day ftamp upon me : It has been done j 
Men (hut their doors againft a fetting fun. 

The Lords rife from table, txnth much adoring of Timon ; 
and, to /bo-iv their loves, each Jingles out an Amazon, and 
all dance, men ivitb women, a lofty ftrain or tivo to the 
hautboys , and ceafe, 

Tim. You have done our pleafures much grace, fair, la- 
die?, 

Set 
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Set a fair fafhion on our entertainment, 
Which was not half Jo beautiful and kind ; 
You have added worth unto't, and lively luftre, 
Arid entertained me with mine own device; 
I am to thank you for it. 

i Lady. My lord, you. take us even at the beft» 

Apem. 'Faith, for the worft is filthy; and would not 
hold taking, I doubt me.* 

Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet 
Attends you ? Pleafe you to difpofe yourfelvcs. 

M Lad. Moft thankfully, my lord. 

[Exeunt Cupid, and Ladies. 

*tim. Mavius,— - 

flan). My lord. . 

Tim. The little caflcet bring me hither. 

Flav. Yes, my lord. — More jewels yet \ 
There is no crofting him in his humour 5 [AJtiU. 

Elfe I fhould tell him,— -Well,— i'faith, I ihould, 
When all's fpent, he'd be crofs'd then, an he could. 
*Tis pity, bounty had not eyes behind ; 
That man might ne'er be wretched for his mind. 

[Exit, and returns nvitb the cajket. 

1 Lord. Where be our men ? 

Serv. Here, my lord, in readinefs. 

* Lord. Our horfes. 

Tim. O my friends, I have one word 

To fay to you : — Look you, my good lord, I rauft 
Entreat you, honour me fo much, as to 
Advance this jewel 5 
Accept, and wear it, kind my lord. 

1 Lord. I am fo far already in your gifts,—- 

All. So are we all. 



Enter 
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Enter a Servant* 

Serv. My lord, there are certain nobles of the fenate 
Newly alighted, and come to vifit you. 

Tm. They aft fairly welcome. 

Flav. I befeech your honour* 

Vouchfafe me a word ; it does concent ydu near* 

Tim. Near ? why then another time I'll hear tbee t 
1 pr'ythec, let us be provided 
To mow them entertainment. 

FUtv* I fcarceknowhow. [Afide* 

Enter another Servant* 

i Serv. May it plcafe your honour, the lord Lucius, 
Obt of his free love, hath prefented to yon 
Four milk-white horiei, trapped in filver. 

Tim, I (hall accept them fairly $ let the prefent* 

Enter a third Servant. 

Be worthily entertainM. — How now* what news > 

% Serv. Pleafe you, my lord, that honourable gentle- 
man, lord Lucullus, entreats your company to-morrow 
to hunt with hkn j and has fent your honour two brace 
of greyhounds. 

Tim. I'll hunt with him j And let them be received, 
Not without fair reward. 

Flaw. [ A fide.} What will this come to ? 

He commands us to provide, and give great gifts, 
And all out of an empty coffer.— 
Nor will he know his purfe j or yield me this, 
To (how him what a beggar his heart is, 

Being 
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Being of rfo power to make his wiflkes good j 

His promifes fly fc> beyond his ftate, 

That what he (peaks is all in debt, he owes 

For every word j he is fo kind, that he now 

Pays intereft fort , his 1 land's pttt fo their books* 

Well, 'would I were gently put oaf of office* 

Before I were fore' d out 1 

Happier is he that has no friend to feed, 

Than fuch as do even enemies erfceed* 

I bleed inwardly for my lord. [Exit. 

Tim. You do yourfelves 

Much wrong, you bate too much of your own merits*— • 
Here, my lord; a trifle of aw love. 

2 LtrJ. With more than common thanks I will reooife 

it. 

3 Lord* O, he is the* rcry foul of bounty I 

Tim.. And now I remember me, my lord, you gave 
Good words the other day of a bay courier 
I rode on : it is yofers* betaufe yon Bk'd it. 
a Lard, I befeech you, pardon me, txiy lord, in that* 
Tim. You may take my word, my lord * I know, no 
man 
Can juftly praife, but what he does affect : 
I weigh my friend's afle&ion with mine own j 
I'll tell you true. I'll call on you. 
Ail Lords. None fo welcome* 

Tim* I take all and yomr (everal vHitatioas 
So kind to heart, 'tis not enough to give % 
Methinks? I could deal kingdoms to my friends* 
And ne'er be weaiy.— Alcibiadea, 
Thou an a foJdter, therefore feldom rich, 
It comes in charity to thee t for all thy living 
Is 'mongft the dead j and all the lands thou baft 
Xie in a pitch'd fieldr 

C 2 AUib. 
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Akib. ' Ay, defiled land, my lord* 

x £orrf. We are fo virtuoufly bound,— 

Tm. Andfo 

Am I to you. 

* Lord. So infinitely endear'dr— 

Tim. All to you.— Lights* more lights. 

x Lord. The beft of happinefs* 

Honour, and fortunes, keep with you, lord Timon ! 

Tim. Ready for his friends. 

[Exeunt Alcibiadbs, Lords, &* 

Apem. What a coirs here I 

Serving of becks, and jutting out of bums ! 
I doubt whether their legs be worth the funis 
That are giveri for 'era. Friend<hip*s full of dregs s 
Methinks, fafte hearts (hould never have found legs. 
Thus honeft fools lay out their wealth on court'fies* 

Tim. Now, Apemantus, if thou wertnpt fullen, 
I'd be good to thee* 

Apem. No, I'll nothings for, 

If I fhould be brib'd too, there would be none left 
To rail upon thee $ and then thou would'ft fin the rafter- 
Thou giv'ft fo long, Timon, I fear me, thou 
Wilt give away thyfelf in paper fhortly : 
What need thefe feaftf, pomps, and vain glories ? 

Tm. Nay, 
An you begin to rail on fociety once, 
I am fworn, not to give regard to you. 
Farewell \ and come with better raufick. ' [Exit. 

Apem. So; 

Thou'lt not hear me now,— -thou malt not then, I'll lock 
Thy heaven from thee. O, that men's ears mould be 
To counfcl deaf, but not to flattery 1 [Jixtt. 
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The fame. A Room in a Senator's Houfe. 

Enter a Senator, nvifb papers in bis band. 

Sen. And late, five thoufand to Varro } and to Ifidore 
He owes nine thoufand j befides my former fum, 
Which makes it fire and twenty. — Still in motion 
Of raging wafte ? It cannot hold j it will not* 
If I want gold, ileal but a beggar's dog, 
And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold : 
If I would fell my horfe, and buy twenty more 
Better than he, why, give my horfe to Timon, 
Aflc nothing, give it him, it foals me, ftraight, 
And able frorfes ; No porter at his gate $ 
But rather one that fmiles, and ftill invites 
All that pafs by. It cannot hold ; no reafon 
Can found his ftate in fafetv. Caphis, ho I 
Caphis, I fyy ! 

Enter Caphis. 

Capb. Here, fir $ What is your pleafure ? 

Sen. Get on your cloak, and hafte you to lord Timor- 1 
Importune him for my monies ; be not ceas'd 
With flight denial ; nor then filenc'd, when — 
Commend me to your mafter— and the cap 
Plays in the right hand, thus : — but tell him, firrah, 
My ufes cry to me, I muft ferve my turn 
Out of mine own $ his days and tim.es are paft, 

C3 And 
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And my reliances on his frafted dates 
Have (bait my credit : I love, and honour him ; 
But muft not break my badt, to heal bis .finger 1 
Immediate are my heeds $ and my relief 
Muft not be tofs'd and turh'd to me in words, 
But find, fiipplv immediate. Qet you gone : 
Put on a moft importunate afpedt, 
A vi&ge pf demand ; for, I do fear, 
When every feather flicks in his own wing, 
Lprd Tirooa will he left a naked gull, 
Which flafties now a phoenix. Get you gone* 

Capb. I gp 9 fir. 

Sen. I go, fir ?— take the bonds along with youj 
And have the dates in compt. 

Capb. I will, fir. 

Sen. Gf>. [Kxennt. 

SCENE II. 
Tbefame. A Hall in Timon's Houft. 

Enter ; Flavivs, wuitb many pills in bis band* 

Flaw. No care, no flop )' fo fenfclefs of expence, 
That he will neither know how to maintain it, 
Nor ceafe his flow of riot r Takes no account 
How things go from him 5 nor refumes no care 
Of what is to continue; Nevermind 
Was to be fo unwife, to be fo kind. 
What mall be done ? He will not hear, tilt feel': 
I muft be round with him, now he comes from hunting. 
Fye,fye, fye,fye! 

Enter Cafjiis, and tbe Servants qflfidore and Varro« 

Capb. ' Good even, Varro : What, 

You come for money > 

Far. 
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Far. Ser*o. It't not your buuncft too ? 

Capb. It k $— and yours too, Ifidore ? 

Ifid. Sarv. It is fo. 

C^. 'Would we were all difcharg'd ! 

Far. Sent. I fear k. 

Capb. Here comes the lord. 

Enter Tihok 9 Alcibiades, and Lords, &c. 

Tim. So foon as dinner's done, we'll forth again, 
My Alcibiades. — With me? What's your will ^ 

Capb. My lord, here is a note of certain dues. 

Tim. Dues? Whence are you ? 

Capb. Of Athens here, my lord. 

Tim. Go to my fteward. 

Capb. Pleafe it your lordmip, he hath put me off 
To the fucceflion of new days this month t 
My mailer is awak'd by great occafion, 
To call upon his own \ and humbly prays you* 
That with your other nojale parts you'll fuit, 
In giving him his right. 

Tim. Mine honeft friend, 

I pr'ythee, but repair to me next morning* 

Capb. Nay, good my lord , 

Tim. Contain thyfelf, good friend* 

Far. Seru. One Varro't fervant, my good lord,— 

Ifid. Serv. From Ifidore \ 

He humbly prays your fpeedy payment, 

Capb. If you did know, my lord, my maker's wants,— 

Far. Ser*v. 'Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, fix weeks, 
And paft,— - 

Ifid. Serv. Your fteward puts me off, my lord 5 ' 
And I am fent exprefsly to your lordmip. 

Tim. Give me breath :— 

C 4 I do 
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I do befeech you, good my lord*, keep on 5 

[Exetmt Alcibiadis end Lards* 
Fll wait on you infbmtly.— Come hither, pray yon. 

[7*¥i*avivs. 
How goes the world, that I am thus encountered 
With clamorous demands of date-broke bonds, . 
And the detention of long-fince-due debts, 
Againft my honour. ? 

Flav. Pleafe you, gentlemen, 

The time is unagreeable to this buunefe 1 
Your importunacy ceafe, till after dinner ; 
That I may make his lordthip underftand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 

Tm. Do fo, my friends : 

See them well entertained. [Exit Timok. 

Flav. I pray, draw near. 

[£**>Flavius. 

Enter Apemantus and a F00U 

Capb. Stay, fby, here comes the fool with Apemantus-; 
let's have fome fport with 'em. 

Far. Serv. Hang him, he'll abufe us. 

Jfid. Ser<v. A plague upon him, dog ! 

Far. Serv. How doft, fool ? 

Apem. Doft dialogue with thy (hadow f 

Far* Serv. I fpeak not to thee. 

Apem. No, 'tis to thyfelf. — Come away. [To the Fool. 

ljid. Serv. [To Var. Serv.] There's the fool hangs <m 
your back already. 

Apem. No, thou ftand'ft (ingle, thou art not on him yet. 

Caph. Where's the fool now ? 

Apem. He la(t a(k'<L the queftion. — Poor rogues, and 
ufurers' men ! bawds between gold and want ! 

3 MI. 



ActlU TIMON OF ATHENS. 23 

AS. What are we, Apemantus ? 

Apem. AucS. 

ASServ. Why? 

Apem. That yoa a(k me, what you are, and do not. 
know yoorfelves. — Speak to 'em, fool. 

JFW. How do you, gentlemen ? 

All Serv. Gramercies, good fool : How does your 
miftrefs ? 

Fool. She's e'en fetting on water to fcald fuch chickens 
as you are. 'Would, we could ice you at Corinth* 

Apem. Good I gramercy. 

Enter Page. 

Fool. Look you, here comes my miftrefs' page. 

Page. [To the Fool.] Why, how now, captain? what do 
you in this wife company ? — How doft thou, Apemantus? 

Apem. 'Would I had a rod in my mouth, that I might 
anfwer thee profitably. 

Page. Pr'ythee, Apemantus, read me the fuperfcrip- 
tion of thefe letters j I know not which is which. 

Apem. Canft not read ? 

Page. No. 

Apem. There will little learning die then, that day thou 
art hang'd. This is to lord Timoo $ this to Alcibiades. 
Go | thou waft born a baftard, and thou'lt die a bawd. 

Page. Thou waft whelp'd a dog j and thou (halt famifh, 
a dog's death. Anfwer not, I am gone. [Exit Page. 

Apem. Even fo thou out-run'ft grace. Fool, I will go 
with you to lord Timon's. 

Fsd. Will you leave me there ? 

Apem. If Timon ftay at home.— You three ferve th«e 
ufurers f 

AUServ. Ay 5 'would they ferved us ! 

Apem. 
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jtyim. So would I, — as good a trick at ever hangman 
fcrved thief. 

Fool. Are you three ufurers' men ? 

AUServ. Ay, fool. 

fW. I think; no ufurer but has a fool to has fcrvant : 
My miftrefs is one, and I am her fool. When men come 
to borrow of your matters* they approach (adly, and go 
away merry ; but they enter my miftrefs' houfe merrily, 
and go away (adly * The reafpn of this ? 

Far, Serv. I could render one. 

Apem. Do it then, that we may account thee a whore - 
matter, and a knave j which notwithihnding, thou (halt 
be no lefs efteemed. 

Var. Ser<v. What is a whoremafter, fool ? 

Fool. A fool in good clothes, and fomething like thee. 
'Tis a fpirjt : fWmerime, it appears like a lord j fometime, 
like a lawyer; fometime, like a pbilofopher, with two 
tones more than his artificial one : He is very often like a 
knight j and, generally, in all ftiapes, that man goes up 
and down in, from fourfcore to thirteen, this fpirit 
walks in. • 

Far. Serv. Thou art not altogether a fool. 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wife man : as much foolery 
as I have, fo much wit thou lackft. 

Apem. That anfwer might have become Apemantus, 

All Serv* Aiide, ancle j here comes lord Timon. 

Re-enter Timon ou/Flavius. 

Apem. Come with me,, fool, come. 
Fool. I do not always follow lover, elder brother, and 
woman ; fometime, the philofopher. 

[Exeunt Apemantus and Foo\. 
Ilav. Tray you, walk near j 111 fpeak with you anon. 

[Exeunt Scrv. 
Tim. 
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Tim. You make me marvel : Wherefore, ere thU tune, 
Had you not fully laid my ftate before me $ 
That I might fo have rated my expence, 
As I had leave of means ? 

Flaw. You would not hear me, 

At many fteifures I proposed. 

Tim. Go to : 

Perchance, Ibrae tingle vantages you took, 
When my indiipofition put you back | 
And that unaptnefs made your minifter, 
Thus to excufe yourfelf. 

flaw. O my good ford! 

At many times I brought in my accounts. 
Laid them before you $ you would throw them off, 
And fay, you found them in mine honefty. 
When, for fome trifling prefent, you have bid me 
Return fo much, I have ihook my head, and wept | 
Yea, 'gainft the authority of manners, pray'd you 
To hold your hand more clofe : I did endure 
Not fejdom, nor no flight checks ; when I have 
Prompted you, in the ebb of your eftate, 
And your great flow of debts. My dear-Iov'd lord, 
Though you hear now, (too late !) yet now's a time. 
The greateft of your having lacks a half 
To pay your prefent debts. 

Tim. Let all my land be Ibid. 

flaw. *Tis all engaged, fome forfeited and gone \ 
And what remains will hardly ftop the mouth 
Of prefent dues : the future comes apace i 
What (hall defend the interim ? and at length 
How goes our reckoning t 

Tim. To Lacedaemon did my land extend. 

Fiav. O my good lord, the world is but a word j 

Were 
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Were it all yours, to give it in a breath. 
How quickly were it gone ? 

Tm. You tell me true. 

Tlav. If you fufpeft my husbandry, or falfehood, 
Call me before the exacleft auditors, 
And fet me on the proof. So the gods bleft me, 
When all our offices have been opprefs'd 
With riotous feeders \ when our vaults have wept 
With drunken fpilth of wine \ whan every room 
Hath blaz'd with lights, and bray'd with nunftrelfy $ . 
I have retir'd me to a waftefol cock, 
And fet mine eyes at flow* 

Tim. Pr'ythee, no more. 

Flew. Heavens, have I faid, the bounty of this lord ! 
How many prodigal bits have (laves, and peafants, 
This night englutted ! Who is not Timon's ? 
What heart> head, fword, force, means, but is lord Ti-» 

morTs ? 
Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timon ? 
Ah ! when the means are gone, that buy this praife, 
The breath is gone whereof this praife is made : 
Feaft-won, faft-loft $ one cloud of winter lhowcrs, 
Thefe flies are couch'd. 

77m. Come, fermon me no further ; 

No villainous bounty hath yet. pafs'd my heart ; 
Unwifely, not ignobly, have I given. 
Why doft thou weep ? Canft thou the confeience lack, . 
To think I (hall lack friends ? Secure thy heart $ 
If I would broach the veflels of my love, 
And try the argument of hearts by borrowing, 
Men, and men's fortunes, could I frankly ufe, 
As I can bid thee fpeak. 

Flaw. Aflurance blefs your thoughts ! 

Tim. And, in fomefort, theie wants of mine are crowned, 

That 
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That I account them bleffings j for by thcfe 
Shall I try friends t You {hall perceive, how yon 
Miftake my fortnnes 5 I am wealthy in my friends. 
Within there, ho 1— Flaminius ! Serviliust 

Enter Flaminius, Sbrvilius, andotbet Servants* 

Str*v. My lord, my lord,-* 

Tiai. I will deipatch you feverally. — You, to lord Lu- 
cius,— 
To lord Lucuilus you j I hunted with his 
Honour to-day; — You, to Sempronius $ 
Commend me to their loves $ and, I am proud, fey, 
That my occafions have found time to ufe them 
Toward a fupply of money : let the requeft 
Be fifty talents. 

Flam, As you have faid, my lord. 

Flwv. Lord Lucius, and lord Lucuilus, humph 1 

[Afidt. 

Tim* Go you, fir, [To another Serv.] to the fenators, 
(Of whom, even to the date's belt health, I have 
Deferv'd this hearing,) bid 'em fend o'the infant 
A thouiand talents to me. 

Flaw. I have been bold, 

(For that I knew it the mod general way,) 
To them to ufe your fignet, and your name ; 
But they do (hake their heads, and I am here 
No richer in return. 

Tim. Is't tr\ie ? can it be > 

Flav. They anfwer, in a joint and corporate voice, 
That now they are at fall, want treafure, cannot 
Do what they would 5 are forry — you are honourable,— 
But yet they could have wiftVd— they know not— but 
Something hath been amifs — a noble nature 

May 
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May catch a wrench— would ait were weti-— 'tis pity— 
And fo, intending other ferious matters, 
After diftafteful looks, and theft hard fractions, 
With certain half-caps, and cold-moving nods, 
They froze me into ulence. 

Tim. Yon gods, reward then !-*- 

I pr'ythee, man, look cheerly i Thefc old fellows 
Have their ingratitude in them hereditary : 
Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it feldom flows $ 
*Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind } 
And nature, as k grows again toward earth, 
Is fafhion'd for the journey, dull, and heavy.— 
Goto Ventidhis,— [ftaServ,} 'Pr'ytbee, [TVFlavivs] 

be not fad, 
Thou art true, and honeft ; ingenuoufiy I fpeak, 
No blame belongs to thee :— [To Serv.] Ventidius lately 
Bury'd his father $ by whole death, he's ftepp'd 
Into a great eftate : when he was poor, 
Imprifon'd, and in fcarcity of friends, 
I clear'd him With five talents : Greet him from me* j. 
Bid him fuppofe, fome good neceflity 
Touches his friend, which craves to be remembered 
With thofe five talents -.—that had,— [TarFLAVitrs,] give 

it thefe fellows 
To whom 'tis inftant due. Ne'er fpeak, or think, 
That Timon's fortunes *mong his friends can fink. 
Flav. I would, I could not think it * That thought is 

bounty's foe 5 
Being free itfclf, it thinks all others fo. [Exeunt. 



ACT 
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ACT It! SCENE I. 

Tbefame. A Room in Lucullus's Houfe. 
Flaminius 'waiting. Enter a Servant to birn. 

Set*. I have told mf lord of yon, he is coming down 
to you. 
Flam, I thank yon, fir. 

Enter Lvcullus, 

$er<0. Here's my lord. 

LucuL [Afide.] One of lord Timon's men ? a gift, I 
warrant. Why, this hits right j I dreamt of a filver ba- 
fon and ewer to-night. Flaminius, honeft Flaminius $ you 
are very refpe&ively welcome, fir.— Fill me fome Wine. — 
[Exit Servant.] And how does that honourable, com- 
plete, free-hearted gentleman of Athens, thy very boun- 
tiful good lord and matter ? 

Flam. His health is well, fir. 

Lucid. I am right glad that his health is well, fir : And 
what haft thou there under thy cloak, pretty Flaminius ? 

Flam. 'Faith, nothing but ail empty box, fir ; which, 
in my lord's behalf, I come to entreat your honour to 
Aipply ; who having great and inftant occafion to ufe 
fifty talents, hath fent to your lofdfhip to furnifh him j 
nothing doubting your prefent afliftance therein. 

LucuL La, la, la, la, — nothing doubting, fays he ? alas, 

good lord ! a noble gentleman 'tis, if he would' not keep 

fo good a houfe. Many a time and often I have dined 

with him, and told him on't j and Come again to fuppef 

9 to 
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to him, of purpofe to have himfpend lefst and yet he 
would embrace no counfel, take no warning by my com- 
ing. Every man ha* his fault, and honefty is his $ I have 
told him on't, but I could never get him from it. 

Re-enter Servant, ivitb <wi*e. 

Serv. Pleafe your lordfhip, here is the wine. 

Lucul. Flaininias, I have noted thee always wife. . HerVs 
to thee. 

Fia. Your lordfliip fpeaks your pleafure* 

Lucul. I have obferved thee always for a towardly 
prompt fpirit,— give thee thy due, — and one that knows 
what belongs to reafon j and canft ufe the time well, if the 
time ufe thee well : good parts in thee. — Get you gone, 
firrah. [To the Servant, who goes out.] — Draw nearer, ho- 
ned Flaminius. Thy lord's a bountiful gentleman : but 
thou art wife ; and thou know'ft well enough, although 
thou comeft to me, that this is no time to lend money ; 
efpecially upon bare friendfhip, without fecurity. Here'tf 
three folidares for thee 5 good boy, wink at me, and fay, 
thou faw'ft me not. Pare thee well. 

Flam. -Is't poflible, the world mould fo much differ*; 
And we alive, that liv'd ? Fly, damned bafenefs, 
To him that worfhips thee. [Throwing the money away. 

Lucul. Ua ! Now I fee, thou art a fool, and fit for thy 
mailer. [Exit Lucullus. 

Flam. May thefe add to the number that may fcald 
thee ! 
Let molten coin be thy damnation, 
Thou difeafe of a friend, and not himfelf ! 
Has friendfhip fuch a faint and milky heart, 
It turns in lefs than two nights ? O you gods, 
I feel my mailer's paflion ! This flave 

Unto 
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Unto bis honour, hat my lord's meat in him : 
Why mould it thrive, and turn to nutriment, 
When he is turn'd to poifon ? 
O, may difeafes only work upon't ! 
And 9 when he is fick to death, let not that part of na- 
ture 
Which my lord paid for, be of any power 
To expel ficknefs, but prolong his hour 1 [Exit. 



SCENE II. 

*Tbefame. A publick Place. 
Enter Lucius, nvitb three Strangers. 

Luc . Who, the lord Timon > he is my very good friend, 
and an honourable gentleman. 

x Stran. We know him for no lefs, though we are but 
Grangers to him. But I can tell you one thing, my lord, 
and which I hear from common rumours; now lord Ti- 
mon's happy hours are done and paft, and his eftate 
(hrinks from him. 

Luc. Fye, no, do not believe it ; he cannot want for 
money. 

a Stran. But believe you this, my lord, that, not long 
ago, one of his men was with the lord Lucullus, to bor- 
row fo many talents ; nay, urged extremely for't, and 
ihow'd what neceflity belong'd to't, and yet was denied. 

Luc. How ? 

a Stran. I tell you, denied, my lord. 

Luc. What a ftrange cafe was that ? now, before the 

gods, I am aJham'd on't. Denied that honourable man ? 

there was very little honour fhow'd in't. For my own 

part, I muft needs confefs, I have received fome fmall 

D kindnefles 
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kindnefles from him, as money, plate, jewels, and fuch 
like trifles, nothing comparing to his j yet, had he mif- 
took him, and fent to me, I mould ne'er have denied his 
occafion fo many talents. 

Enter Servilius. 

Per. gee, by good hap, yonder'* my lord 5 I have fweat 
to fee his honour.— My honoured lord, — [To Lucius. 

Luc. Servilius! you are kindly met, fir. Fare thee 
well:— Commend me to thy honourable- virtuous lord, 
my very exquifite friend. 

Ser. May it pleafe your honour, my lord hath fent 

Luc. Ha ! what has he fent ? I am fo much endear'd to 
that lord} he's ever fending: How (hall I thank him, 
think'ft thou ? And what has he fent now ? 

Ser. He has only fent his prefent occafion now, my 
lord } requeuing your lordJhip to fupply his inftant ufe 
with fo many talents. - 

Luc. I know, his lordihip is but merry with me 3 
He cannot want fifty -five hundred talents. 

Ser. But in the mean time he wants leis, my lord. 
If his occafion were not virtuous, 
I fhould not urge it half fo faithfully. 

Luc. Doft thou fpeak ferioufly, Servilius ? 

Ser. Upon my foul, 'tis true, fir. 

Luc. What a wicked beaft was I; to disfurniih myfelf 
againft fuch a good time, when I might have (hown my- 
felf honourable ? how unluckily it happened, that I fiioiild 
purchafe the day before for a little part, and undo a great 
deal of honour ?— Servilius, now before thesgods, I am 
not able to do't 5 the more beaft I lay :— I was fending to 
ufe lord Timon myfelf, thefe gentlemen can witnefs 3 but 
I would not, for the wealth of Athens, I had done it 
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now. Commend me bountifully to his good lordAip; 
and I hope his honour will conceive the faireft of me, be- 
caufe I have ho power to be kind :— And tell him this 
from me, I count it one of my greateft amnions, fay, that 
I cannot pleafure fuch an honourable gentleman. Good 
Servilius, will you befriend me fo far, as to Ufe mine own 
words to him ? 

Ser. Yes, fir, I IbalL 

Luc. I will look you out a good turn, Servilius.-* 

[Exit Servilius. 
True, as you faid, Timon is (hrunk, indeed ; 
And he, that's once denied, will hardly fpeed. 

[Exit Lucius. 

i Strom. Bo you obferve this, Hoftilius ? 

* Sir an. Ay, too weft. , 

i Stran. Why this 
Is the world's foul j and juft of the fame piece 
Is every flatterer's fpirit. Who can call him 
His friend, that dips in the fame dim ? for, in 
My knowing, Timon has been this lord's father, 
And kept his credit with his purfe ; 
Supported his eftate; nay, Timon's money 
Has paid his men their wages : He ne'er drinks, 
But Timon's filver treads upon his lip 5 
And yet, (O, fee the monftroufnefs of man 
When he looks out in an ungrateful fhape !) 
He does deny him, in refpeft of his, 
What charitable men afford to beggars. 

3 Str**. Religion groans at it. 

i Stran. For mine own part, 

I never tailed Timon in my life, 
Nor came any of his bounties over me, 
To mark me fo* hi* friend $ yet, I proteft, 
For his right noble mind, illuftriou* virtue, 

D a And 
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And honourable carriage, 

JIad his neceffity made ufe of roe, 

I would have put my wealth into donation, 

And the beft half fliould have returned to him, 

60 much I love his heart : But, I perceive, 

Men muft learn now with pity to difpenfc j 

For policy fits above conscience* [Exeunt . 



SCENE III. 

The fame* J Room in Sempronius's Houje. 

Enter Sempronius, and a Servant of Tlmorfs. 

Sent. Muft he needs trouble me in't ? Humph ! 'Bove 
all others ? 
He might have tried lord Lucius, or Lucullus ; 
And now Ventidius is wealthy too, 
Whom he redeemed from prifon: All thefe three 
Owe their eftates unto him. 

Serv. O my lord, 

They have all been touch'd, and found bale metal ; for 
They have all deny'd him L 

Sent. How! have they denied him ? 

Has Ventidius and Lucullus deny'd him ? 
And does he fend to me ? Three ? humph !— 
It (hows but little love or judgment in him. 
Muft I be his laft refuge? His friends, like phyficians, 
Thrive, give him over ? Muft I take the cure upon me ? 
He has much difgrac'd me in't j I am angry at him, 
That might have known my place : I fee no fenfe fbr't, 
But his occafions might have woo'd me firft $ 
For, in my confcience, I was the firft man 
That e'er received gift from him : 

And 
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And does he think fo backwardly of me now, 
That 1*11 requite it laft ? No : So it may prove 
An argument of laughter to the reft, 
And I amongft the lords be thought a fool. 
I had rather than the worth of thrice the fum, 
He had fent to me firft, but for my mind's fake} 
I had fuch a courage to do him good. But now return, 
And with their faint reply this anfwer join $ 
Who bates mine honour, (hall not know my coin. [Exit. 
Serv. Excellent! Your tordfhip's a goodly villain. The 
devil knew not what he did, when he made man politick j 
he crofs'd himfelf by't : and I cannot think, but, in the 
end, the villainies of man will fet him clear. How fairly 
this lord ftrives to appear foul ? takes virtuous copies to 
be wicked $ like thofe that, under hot ardent zeal, would 
fet whole realms on fire. 
Of fuch a nature is his politick love. 
This was my lord's beft hope j now all are fled, 
Save the gods only : Now his friends are dead, 
Doors, that were ne'er acquainted with their wards 
Many a bounteous year, muft be employ'4 
Now to guard fure their mailer. 
And this is all a liberal courfe allows j 
Who cannot keep his wealth, muft keep his houfe. [Exit. 

SCENE IV. 
The fame. A Hall in Timon's Houfe. 

fnter two ferwants of Varro, and the firvant of Lucius, 
muting Titus, Hortensius, and other fervants to 
Timon's Creditors, waiting bis coming out. 

Var. Serv. Well met j good-morrow, Titus and Hor- 
* tenfius. 

d 3 nt. 
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7i/. The tike to you, kind Van*. 

/for. Lucius ? 

What, do we meet together? 

Luc. Serv. Ay, and, I think, 

One buiineft does command us ail $ fa* nine 
Is money. 

Ttt, So is theirs and oart. • 

iUBT^T PhIIOTCFS. 

£*v. Strv. And fir 

Philotustoo! 

PA/. Good day at once.. 

£w. &rp. Welcome, food brother. 

What do you think the hour ? 

Phi. Labouring for nine. 

Luc . Serv. So much ? 

P&. Is no* my lord feen yet r 

Luc. Serv. Not yet. 

Phi. I wonder on't $ he was went to thing at feven. 

Luc. Ser*v. Ay, but the days are waxed iborter with 
himi 
You mull coxulder, that a. prodigal conrfe 
Is like the fan's ; but not, like his, recoverable,. 
I fear, 

•Tis deepeft winter in lord Timon's purfe 5 
That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet 
Find little. 

Phi. I am of your fear for that. 

7ft. Ill mow you how to obferve a ftrange event. 
Your lord fends now for money. 

Hor. Moft true, he does. 

23/. And he wears jewejs now of Timon's gift, 
For which I wait for money. 

Hot. 
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Hor. It is againft my heart. 

Z*r. Serv. Mark, how ftrange it (howl, 

Timon in this mould pay more than he owes t 
And e'en as if your lord (hould wear rich jewels, 
And fend far sioney for 'em. 

Hor. I am weary of this charge, the gods can witnefs i 
I know, my lonUiath fpent of Timon's wealth. 
And now ingratitude makes it worfe than ftealth. 

x Far. Serv. Yes, mine's three thoufand crowns s 
What's yours ? 

Luc. Ser*u. Five thoufand mine. 

x Far. Serv. *Tis much deep : and it (hould feem by 
the Aim, 
Your matter's confidence was above mine 5 
Elfc, furely, his had equalled. 

Enter Flaminius. 

Tit. One of lord Timon's men. 

Luc. Ser*v. Flaminius ! fir, a word : Tray, is my lord 
ready to come forth ? 

Flam. -No, indeed, he is not. 

Tit. We attend his lordfhip $ 'pray, fignify fo much. 

Flam. I need not tell him that $ he knows, you are too 
diligent. [Exit Flaminius. 

Enter Flavius in a cloak, muffled. 

Luc. Senv. Ha ! is not that his fteward muffled fo ? 
He goes away in a cloud ; call him, call him. 
fit. Do you hear, fir ? 
1 Far. Ser*u. By your leave, fir,— 
Flam. What do you aflc of me, my friend ? 
Tit. We wait for certain money here, fir. 

D 4. Fla<v. 
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Flaw. Ay, 

If money were at certain at your waiting, 
* Twere fare enough. Why then preferr'd yon not 
Your fumi and bills, when your falfe matters eat 
Of my lord's meat ? Then they could fmile, and fawn 
Upon his debts, and take down th' intereft 
Into their gluttonous maws. You do yourfelves but 

wrong, 
To ftir me up ; let me pafs quietly t 
Believe't, my lord and I have made an end $ 
I have no more to reckon, he to fpend. 

Luc. Ser<v. Ay, but this anfwer will not ferve. 

Flav. If 'twill not, 

'Tis not fo bafe as you ; for you ferve knaves. [Exit. 

i Far. Serv. How! what does his cafhier'd worihip 
mutter ? 

» Far. Sens. No matter what; he's poor, and that's 
revenge enough. Who can fpeak broader than he that 
has no' houfe to put his head in ? fuch may rail againft 
great buildings, 

Enter Serviuus. 

Tit. O, here's Servilius ; now we {hall know 
Some anfwer. 

Ser. If I might befeech you, gentlemen. 

To repair fome other hour, I fhould much 
Derive from it : for, take it on my foul, 
My lord leans wond'roufly to difcontent. 
His comfortable temper has-forfook him 5 
He is much out of health, and keeps his chamber. 

Luc. Serv. Many do keep their chambers, are not fick t 
And, if it be fb far beyond his health, 
Methinks, he mould the fooner pay his debts, 
And make a clear way to the gods. 

Scrit. 
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Serv. Good gods ! 

Tit. We cannot take this for an anfwer, fir. 

Flam. [ J^*Awi.] Servilius, help!— my lord! my lord!— 

Enter Timon, in a rage 5 Flaminius following. 

Tim. What, are my doors oppos'd againft my poftage ? 
Have I been ever free, and muft my houfe 
Be my retentive enemy, my gaol ? 
The place, which I have feafted, docs it now* 
Like all mankind, (how me an iron heart ? 

Luc. Serv. Put in now, Titus. 

Tit. My lord, here is my bill. 

Luc. Serv. Here's mine. 

Hot. Serv. And mine, my lord. 

Both Var. Serv. And ours, my lord. 

Pbi. All our bills. 

Tim. Knock me down with 'em : cleave me to the 
girdle. 

Luc. Serv. Alas ! my lord,—— 

Tim. Cut my heart in fums. 

Tit. Mine, fifty talents. 

Tim. Tell out my blood. 

Luc. Serv. Five thoufand crowns, my lord. 

Tim. Five thoufand drops pays that.— 
What yours ? — and yours ? 

% Var. Serv. My lord, 

a Var. Serv. My lord,— 

Tim. Tear me, take me, and the gods fall on you ! 

[Exit. 

Hot. 'Faith, I perceive, our mailers may throw their 
caps at their money j thefe debts may well be call'd des- 
perate ones, for a madman owes 'em. [Exeunt. 

Re-enter 
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Re-enter Tim on and Flat tut. 

Tim* They have e'en put my breath from me, the 
(laves: 
Creditors !— devils. 

Flav. My dear lord,— — 

Tim. What if it mould be fo? 

flav. My lord, 

Ttm. HI have it fo: — My Reward! 

Flav. Here, my lord. 

Ttm. So fitly ? Go, bid aU my friends again, 
Lucius, Lucullus, and Seropronius; all : 
I'll once more feaft the rafcals. 

Flav. O my lord, 

You only fpeak from your diftrafted fool j 
There is not fo much left, to furniih out 
A moderate table. 

Ttm. Be't not in thy care ; go, 

I charge thee; invite them all : let in the tide 
Of knaves once more j my cook and 1*11 provide. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 

The fame. The Senate- Houfr. 

The Senate fitting. Enter Alcibiades, attended. 

i Sen. My lord, you have my voice to't ; the fault's 
bloody; 
'Tis neceflary, he mould die : 
Nothing emboldens fin fo much as mercy. 

% Sen. Moft true ; the Jaw mail broife him. 
• Akib. Honour, health, and companion to the fenate ! 

i Sen. 
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i Sen. Now, captain? 

Akib. I am an humble fuitor to your virtues j 
For pity is the virtue of the law. 
And none but tyrants ufe it cruelly, 
ft pleafes time, and fortune, to lie heavy 
Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood, 
Hath ftepp'd into the law, which is paft depth' 
To thofe that, without heed, do plunge into it* 
He is a man, fetting his fate ancle, 
Of comely virtues : 

Nor did he foil the fa& with cowardice \ 
(An honour in him, which buys out his fault,) 
But, with a noble fury, and fair fpirit, 
Seeing his reputation touch'd to death, 
He did oppofe his foe : 
And with fuch (bber and unnoted paflion 
He did behave his anger, ere 'twas fpent, 
As if he had but proved an argument. 

i Sen. You undergo too ftrift a paradox, 
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair : 
Your words have took fuch pains, as if they laboured 
To bring manflaughter into form, fet quarrelling 
Upon the head of valour j which, indeed, 
Is valour mifbegot, and came into the world 
When fe&s and factions were newly born i 
He's truly valiant, that can wifely fuffer 
The worft that man can breathe $ and make his wrongs 
His outiides ; wear them like his raiment, carelefsly $ 
And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart, 
To bring it into danger. 
If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill, 
What folly 'tis, to hazard life for ill ? 

Akib. My lord,— 

3 x Setu 
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i Sen. You cannot make grofs fins look clear $ 
To revenge is no valour, bnt to bear. 

Alcib. My lords, then, under favour, pardon. me, 
If I fpeak like a captain.— 
Why do fond men expofe therafelves to battle, 
And not endure all threatnings ? deep upon it, 
And let the foes quietly cut their throats, 
Without repugnancy ? but if there be 
Such valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad ? why then, women are more valiant, 
That ftay at home, if bearing carry it j 
And th' afs, more captain than the lion \ the felon, 
Loaden with irons, wifer than the judge, 
If wifdom be in fuffering. O my lords, 
As you are great, be pitifully good : 
Who cannot condemn rafhnefs in cold blood ? 
To kill, I grant, is fin's extreme!* guftj 
But, in defence, by mercy, 'tis moft juft. 
To be in anger, is impiety ; 
But who is man, that is not angry ? 
Weigh but the crime with this. 

a Sen. You breathe in vain. 

Alcib. In vain ? his fervice done 

At Lacedsemon, and Byzantium, 
Were a fufficient briber for his life. 

i Sen. What's that ? 

Jlcib. Why, I fay, my lords, h'as done fair fervice, 
And (lain in fight many of your enemies : 
How full of valour did he bear himfelf 
In the lad conflict, and made plenteous wounds ? 

2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with 'em, he 
Is a fworn rioter : h'as a fin that often 
Drowns him, and takes bis valour prifoner i 

* If 
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If there were no foes, that were enough alone 
To overcome him : in that beaftly fury 
He has been known to commit outrages, 
And cherifh factions : *Tis inferred to us, 
His days are foul, and his drink dangerous* 

i Sen. He dies, 

Alcib. Hard fate ! he might have died in war. 
My lords, if not for any parts in him, 
(Though his right arm might purchafe his own time, 
And be in debt tp none,) yet, more to move you, 
Take my deferts to his, and join them both : 
And, for I know, your reverend ages love 
Security, I'll pawn my victories, all 
My honour to you, upon his good returns. 
If by this crime he owes the law his life, 
Why, let the war receiv't in valiant gores 
For law is ftrift, and war is nothing more. 

x Sen. We are for law, he dies ; urge it no more, 
On height of our difpleafure : Friend, or brother, 
He forfeits his own blood, that fpills another. 

Alcib. Muft it be fo? it muft not be. My lords, 
I do befeech you, know me. 

2 Sen. How?. 

Alcib. Call me to your remembrances. 

3 Sen . What ? 
Alctb. I cannot think, but your age bas forgot me \ 

It could not elfe be, I mould prove fo bale, 
To fue, and be denied fuch common grace : 
My wounds ake at you. 

i Sen. Do you dare our anger r 

'Tis in few words, but fpacious in effect ; 
We banifh thee for ever. 

Alcib. Banifh me ? 

Banifli your dotage j baniih ufury, 
That makes the fenate ugly. 
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i &*. If, after two days* mine, Athens contain thee, 
Attend our weightier judgement. And, not to fweil our 

fpirit, 
He mall be executed prefently. [Exeunt Senators. 

Alcib. Now the gods keep you old enough j that you 
may live 
Only in bone, that none may look on you ! 
I am worfe than mad : I have kept back their foes, 
While they have told their money, and let out 
Their coin upon large intcreft ; I rayfelf, 
Rich only in large hurts 5 — All thofe/ for this ? 
Is this the balfam, that the ufuring fenate 
Pours into captains" wounds ? ha ! banifhment > 
It comes not ill ; I hate not to be baniuVd j 
It is a caufe worthy my fpleen and fury, 
That I may ftrike at Athens. 1*11 cheer up 
My discontented troops, and lay for hearts. 
*Tis honour, with moft lands to be at odds ; 
Soldiers mould brook as little wrongs, as gods. [Exit. 



SCENE VI. 
A magnificent Room in Timon's Houfe. 

Mufick. Tables fit out : Servants attending* Enter divers 
Lords, at fever al doers. 

1 Lord. The good time of day to you, fir. 

2 Lord. I alfo wifli it to you. I think, this honourable 
lord did but try us this other day. 

1 Lord. Upon that were my thoughts tiring, when we 
encounter'd : I hope, it is not fo low with him, as he 
made it feem in the trial of his feveral friends. 

* Lord. 
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% Lord. It mould not be, by the peffuaficm of his new 
fcafUng. 

x Lord. I ihould think fo : He hath fent me an earneft 
inviting, which many my near occafions did urge me to 
put off; but he hath conjured me beyond them, and I 
rnuft needs appear. 

a Lord, In like manner was I in debt to my importu- 
nate bufinefs, but he would not hear my excuft. I am 
&rry, when he fent to borrow of me, that my provifibn 
was out. 

i Lord. I am tick of that grief too, as I underftand how 
all things go. 

3 Lord. Every man here's fo. What would he have 
borrow'd of you ? 

i Lord. A thousand pieces. 

2 Lord. A thoufand pieces! 
i Lord. What of you ? 

3 Lord. He fent to me, fir, — Here he comes. 

Enter Ti m o n, and Attendants. 

Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen both :— And how 
fare you ? 

x Lord. Ever at the bed, hearing well of your lordmip. 

2 Lord. The fwallow follows not fummer more willing, 
than we your lordflrip. 

Tim. [Afide.] Nor more willingly leaves winter ) fuch 
rummer-birds are men.-— Gentlemen, our dinner will not 
recompenfe this long flay: feaft your ears with the mufick 
awhile j if they will fare fo hardily on the trumpet's 
found : we (hall to't prefently. 

i Lord. I hope, it remains not unkindly with, your 

lordihip, that I return' d you an empty meflenger. 

Tim. O, fir, let it not trouble you. 

2 Lord. 
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% Lord. My noble lord,— 

Tim. Ah, my good friend ! what cheer? 

[The banquet brought in. 

% Lord. My rooft honourable lord, I am e'en fick of 
mame, that when your fordfhip this other day fent to me, 
I was fo unfortunate a beggar. 

Tim. Think not on't, fir. 

% Lord. If you had fent but two hours before, — 

Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance- 
Come, bring in all together. 

* Lord. All cover'd dimes ! 

i Lord. Royal cheer, I warrant you. 

3 Lord. Doubt not that, if money, and the feafon can 
yield it. 

i Lord. How do you ? What's the news ? 

3 Lord. Alcibiades is banifh'd : Hear you of it ? 

i % Lord. Alcibiades banifh'd! 

3 Lord. *Tis fo, be fure of it. 

i Lord. How ? how ? 

s Lord. I pray you, upon what? 

Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw near ? 
. 3 Lord. I'll tell you more anon. Here's a noble feaft 
toward. 

% Lord. This is the old man ftill. 

3 Lord. Will't hold ? will't hold ? 

% Lord. It does : but time will — and fo ■ 

3 Lord. I do conceive. 

Tjm. Each man to his ftool, with that fpur as he would 
to the lip of his miftrefs : your diet fhall be in all places 
alike. Make not a city feaft of it, to let the meat cool 
ere we can agree upon the firft place : Sit, fit. The gods 
require our thanks. 

You great benefa&ors,fprinkle ourfociety with thankfulnefs. 

For 
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Tor your own gifts, make yourfehves praifed : hut referve JHU 
to give, left your deities be dejpifed. Lend to each man enough, 
that one need not lend to another : for, were your godheads to 
borrow of men, men would forfake the gods. Make the meat 
be beloved, more than the man that gives it. Let no ajfemhly 
of twenty he without a fcore of villains : If there Jit twelve 
women at the table, let a dozen of them be — as they are.-~ 
the reft of your fees, gods, — the fenators of Athens, together 
with the common lag of people, — what is amifs in them, you 
gods, make fuitahle for deftruflion* For tbefe my prefent 
friends, — as they are to me nothing, fo in totting hlefs them, 
and to nothing they are welcome* 

Uncover, dogs, and lap. 

[The dijbes uncovered are full of warm water. 
Somefpeak. What does his lordfhip mean ? 
Some other, I know not. 
Ttm. May you a better feaft never behold, 
You knot of mouth-friends! fmoke, and luke-warm 

water 
Is your perfection. This is Timon's laft 5 
Who ftuck and fpangled you with flatteries, 
Wafhes it off, and fprinkles in your faces 

[Throwing water in their faces. 
Your reeking villainy. Live loath'd, and long, 
Moft fmiling, fmooth, detefted parafites, 
Courteous deftroyers, affable wolves, meek bears, 
You fool 8 of fortune, trencher-friends, time's flies, 
Cap and knee (laves, vapours, and minute-jacks 1 
Of man, and beaft, the infinite malady 
Cruft you quite o'er ! — What, doft thou go ? 
Soft, take thy phyfick firft, — thou too, — and thou 5 — 

[Throws the dijbes at them, and drives them out. 
Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none.— 

E What, 
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What, all in motion ? Henceforth be no fcaft, 

Whereat a villain's not a welcome gueft. 

Burn, houfej fink, Athens i henceforth hated be 

Of Tiraon, man, and all humanity t [Exit, 

Re-enter the Lords, imtb other Lords and Senators, 

i Lord. How now, my lords? 

* Lord. Know you the quality oflord Timon's fury? 

3 Lord. Pifli ! did you fee my cap ? 

4 Lord. I ha v% loft my gown. 

3 Lord. He's but a mad lord, and nought but humour 
fways him. He gave me a jewel the other day, and now 
he has beat it out of my hat : — Did you (fee my jewel? 

4 Lord. Did you fee my cap ? 

* Lord. Here 'tis. 

4 Lord. Here lies my gown, 
x Lord. Let's make no ftay. 
a Lord. Lord Timon's mad. 

3 Lord. I feel't upon my bones. 

4 Lord. One day he gives us diamonds, next day flones. 

[Exeutt. 



ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 



Without the Walls of Athens, 
Enter Timon. 



Tim. Let me look back upon thee, O thou wall, 
That girdleft in thofe wolves ! Dive in the earth, 
And fence not Athens ! Matrons, turn incontinent > 
Obedience fail in children ! flaves, and fools, 
Pluck the grave wrinkled fenate from the bench, 
And minifter in their (leads ! to general filths 
Convert o'the inftant, green virginity I 
Do't in your parents' eyes ! bankrupts, hold faft 3 
Rather than render back, out with your knives, 
And cut your trailers' throats ! bound fervants, ileal ! 
Large- handed robbers your grave mailers are. 
And pill by law ! maid, to thy mailer's bed \ 
Thy miftrefs is o'the brothel ! fon of iixteen, 
Pluck the lin'd crutch from thy old limping fire, 
With it beat out his brains ! piety, and fear, 
Religion to the gods, peace, juilice, truth, 
Domeftick awe, night-reft, and neighbourhood, 
Inftru&ion, manners, myfteries, and trades, 
Degrees, obfervances, cuiloms, and laws, 
Decline to your confounding contraries, 
And yet confufion live ! — Plagues, incident to men, 
Your potent and infeclious fevers heap 
On Athens, ripe for ilroke ! thou cold fciatica, 
Cripple our fenators, that their limbs may halt 
As lamely as their manners ! lull and liberty 

E % Creep 
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Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth 5 

That 'gainft the ft ream of virtue they may ftrive, 

And drown themfelves in riot ! itches, blains, 

Sow all the Athenian bofoms 5 and their crop 

Be general leprofy ! breath infeft breath j 

That their fociety, as their friendship, may 

Be merely poifon ! Nothing I'll bear from thee, 

But nakednefs, thou dfteftable town ! 

Take thou that too, with multiplying banns ! 

Timon will to the woods 5 where he mail find 

The unkindeft beaft more kinder than mankind. 

The gods confound (hear me, you good gods all,) 

The Athenians both within and out that wall ! 

And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow 

To the whole race of mankind, high, arid low ! 

Amen. [Exit. 



SCENE II. 
Athens. A Room in Timon's Houfe. 

Enter Flatius, with two or three Servants. 

1 Ser*v, Hear you, mafter fteward, where's our matter ? 
Are we undone ? caft off? nothing remaining ? 

FLm. Alack, my fellows, what (hould I fay to you ? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 
I am as poor as you. 

x Ser*u. Such a houfe broke ! 

So noble a mafter fallen ! All gone ! and not 
One friend, to take his fortune by the arm, 
And go along with him ! 

% Ser<u, As we do turn our backs 

From our companion, thrown into his grave j 

So 
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So his familiars to his buried fortunes 

Slink all away ; leave their falfe vows with him, 

Like empty purfes pick'd : and his poor felf, 

A dedicated beggar to the air, 

With his difeafe of all-fhunn'd poverty, 

Walks, like contempt, alone. — More of our fellows. 

Enter other Servants. 

Flaw. All broken implements of a ruin'd houfe. 

3 Ser*u. Yet do our hearts wear Timon's livery, 
That fee I by our faces j we are fellows dill, 
Serving alike in forrow : Leak'd is our bark j 
And we, poor mates, ftand on the dying deck, 
Hearing the furges threat : we muft all part 
Into this fea of air. 

Flwv. Good fellows all, 

The lateft of my wealth I'll (hare amongft you. 
Whereyer we (hall meet, for Timon's fake, 
Let's yet be fellows j let's ihake our heads, and fay, 
As 'twere a knell unto our mafter's fortunes, 
We hawefeen better daps. Let each take fome j 

[Giving them money. 
Nay, put out all your hands. Not one word more : 
Thus part we rich in iwrow, parting poor. 

' • • [Exeunt Servants. 

O, the fierce wretchednefs that glory brings us ! 
Who would not wifli to be from wealth exempt, 
Since riches point to mifery and contempt ? 
Who be fo roock'd with glory ? or to live 
But in a dream of friendfhip ? 
To have his pomp, and all what ftate compounds, 
But only painted, like his varnim'd friends ? 
Poor honeft lord, brought low by his own heart $. * 

E 3 Undone 
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1 

Undone by goodncfs ! Strange, umifual blood, 

When man's worft fin is, he does too much good t 

Who then dares to be half fb kind again ? 

For bounty, that makes gods, does ftill mar men. 

My dear eft lord, — blefs'd, to be raoft accurs'd, 

Rich, only to be wretched ; — thy great fortunes 

Are made thy chief affli&ions. Alas, kind lord I 

He's Hung in rage from this ungrateful feat 

Of monftrous friends : nor has he with him to 

Supply his life, or that which can command it. 

I'll follow, and inquire him out : 

I'll ever ferve his mind with my beft will ; 

Whilft I have gold, Til be his fteward ftill. [Exit. 



SCENE III. 

The Woods. 

Enter Timon. 

Tm. O bleffed breeding fun, draw from the earth 
Rotten humidity j b«low thy lifter's orb 
Infeft the air ! Twinn'd brothers of one womb,— 
Whole procreation, residence, and birth, 
Scarce is dividant,— touch them with feveral fortunes 5 
The greater fcorns the letter : Not nature, 
To whom all fores lay fiege, can bear great fortune, 
But by contempt of nature. 
Raife me this beggar, and denude that lord 5 
The fenator (hall bear contempt hereditary, 
The beggar native honour. 
It is the pafture lards the brother's fides, 
The want that makes him lean. Who dares, who dares, 
In purity of manhood (land upright, , 

And 
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And fay, This man's a flatterer ? if one be, * 
So are they all j for every grize of fortune 
Is fmooth'd by that below : the learned pate 
Ducks to the golden fool : All is oblique $ 
There's nothing level in our curied natures, 
But direct villainy. Therefore, be abhorr'd 
All feafts, focieties, and throngs of men ! 
His femblable, yea, himfelf, Timon difdains : 
Deftru&ion fang mankind '.—Earth, yield me roots ! 

figging. 
Who feeks for better of thee, fauce his palate 
With thy moft operant poifon ! What is here ? 
Gold ? yellow> glittering, precious gold ? No, gods, 
I am no idle votarift. Roots, you clear heavens ! 
Thus much of this, will make black, white 5 foul, fair ; 
Wrong, right ; bafe, noble ; old, young $ coward, valiant. 
Ha, you gods I why this ? What. this, you gods ? Why this 
Will lug your priefts and fervants from your fides 5 
Pluck (tout men's pillows from below their heads : 
This yellow flave 

Will knit and break religions ; blefs the accurs'd ; 
Make the hoar leprofy ador'd 5 place thieves, 
And give them title, knee, and approbation, 
With fenators on the bench : this is it, 
That makes the wappen'd widow wed again ; 
She, whom the fpitaUhoufe, and ulcerous fores 
Would caft the gorge at, this embalms and fpices 
To the April day again. Come, damned earth, 
Thou common whore of mankind, that put'ft odds 
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 
Do thy right nature. — [March afar off.] Ha ! a drum ? — 

Thou'rt quick, 
But yet I'll bury thee : Thou'lt go, ftrong thief, 

E4 When 
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When gouty keepers of thee cannot ftand : — 

Nay, ftay thou out for carneft. {Keeping fame gold. 



Enter Aicibiadzs, witb drum and fife, in warlike manner j 
Phrynia, and Tymahdr a. 

Alcib. What art thou there ? 

Speak. 

Tim. A beaft, as thou art. The canker gnaw thy heart, 
For Showing me again the eyes of man ! 

Alcib. What is thy name ? Is man fo hateful to thee, 
That art tbyfelf a man ? 

Tim. I am mifantbropos, and hate mankind* 
For thy part, I do wifti thou wert a dog, 
That I might love thee (bmething. 

Alcib. I know thee well 5 

But in thy fortunes am unlearned and ftrange. 

Tim. I know thee too ; and more, than that I know thee, 
I not defire to know. Follow thy drum ; 
With man's blood paint the ground, gules, gules > 
Religious canons, civil laws are cruel j 
Then what fhould war be ? This fell whore of thine 
Hath in her more deftruclion than thy fword, 
For all her cherubin look. 

Pbry. Thy lips rot off! 

Tim. I will not kifs thee $ then the rot returns 
To thine own lips again. 

Alcib. How came the noble Tiraon to this change ? 

Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give : 
But then renew I could not, like the moon j 
There were no funs to borrow of. 

Alcib. Noble Timon, 

What friendship may X do thee ? 

Tim. 
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Tim. None, but to 

Maintain my opinion. 

Alcib. What is it, Timon ? 

Tim. Promife me friendship, but perform none *. If 
Thou wilt not promife, the gods plague thee, for 
Thou art a man ! if thou doft perform, confound thee, 
For thou'rt a man ! 

Alcib. I have heard in Come fort of thy miferies. 

Tim. Thou faw'ft them, when I had profperity. 

Alcib. I fee them now ; then was a bleffed time. 

Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots. 

Tyman. Is this the Athenian minion, whom the world 
Voic'd fo regardfully ? 

Tim. Art thou Tymandra ? 

Tyman. Yes. 

Tim. Be a whore (till ! they love thee not, that ufe thee j 
Give them difeafes, leaving with thee their luft. 
Make ufe of thy fait hours : feafon the (laves 
For tubs, and baths ; bring down rofe- cheeked youth 
To the tub-faft, and the diet. 

Tyman. Hang thee, monitor ! 

Alcib. Pardon him, fweet Tymandra ; for his wits 
Are drown'd and loft in his calamities.—- 
I have but little gold of late, brave Timon, 
The want whereof doth daily make revolt 
In my penurious band : I have heard, and griev'd, 
How curfed Athens, raindlefs of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour ftates, 
But for thy fword and fortune, trod upon them, — 

Tim. I pr'ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone. 

Alcib. I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Timon. 

Tim. How doft thou pity him, whom thou doft trouble ? 
I had rather be alone. 

Alcib. 
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Alclb. Why, fere thee well t 

Hereof fome gold for thee. 

Tim. fceept, I cannot eat it. 

Alab. When I have laid proud Athens on a heap,— 

Tim. Warr'ft thou 'gainft Athens ? 

Alab. Ay, Timon, and have caufe« 

Tim. The gods confound them all i' thy conqueft ; and 
Tbee after, when thou haft conquered ! 

Alab. Why me, Timon ? 

Ttm. That, 
By killing villains, thou waft born to conquer 
My country. 

Put up thy gold 5 Go on, — here's gold,— go on ; 
Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 
Will o'er fome high-vic'd city hang his poifon 
In the ftck air : Let not thy fword (kip one : 
Pity not honoured age for his white beard, 
He's an ufurer : Strike me the counterfeit matron * 
It is her habit only that is honeft, 
Herfelf 's a bawd : Let not the virgin's cheek 
Make foft thy trenchant fword ; for thofe milk-paps, 
That through the window-bars bore at men's eyes, 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ, 
Set them down horrible traitors : Spare not the babe, 
Whofe dimpled fmiles from fools exhauft their mercy ; 
Think it a baftard, whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounced thy throat (hall cut, 
And mince it fans remorfe : Swear againft objects ; 
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes ; 
Whofe proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes, 
Nor fight of priefts in holy veftments bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy foldiers : 
Make large confufion ; and, thy fury ,fpent, 
Confounded be thyfelf ! Speak not, be gone. 

Alcib. 
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JUcib. Haft thou gold yet? I'll take the gold thou 

giv'ft me, 
Not all thy counfel. 
Tim. Doft thou, or doft thou not, heav'n's curfe upon 

thee! 
Pbr. and Tym. Give us fome gold, good Timon : Haft 

thou more ? 
Tim. Enough to make a whore forfwear her trade, 
And to make whores, a bawd. Hold up, you fluts, 
Your aprons mountant : You are not oathable,— 
Although, I know, you'll fwear, terribly fwear, 
Into ftrong (hudders, and to heavenly agues, 
The immortal gods that hear you, — fpare your oaths, 
I'll trull to your conditions j Be whores ftill ; 
And he whofe pious breath feeks to convert you, 
Be ftrong in whore, allure him, burn him up 5 
Let your clofe fire predominate his fmoke, 
And be no turncoats : Yet may your pains, fix months, 
Be quite contrary : And thatch your poor thin roofs 
With burdens of the dead 5 fome that were hang'd, 
No matter :— wear them, betray with them : whore ftill 5 
Paint till a horfe may mire upon your face « 
A pox of wrinkles ! 

Pbr. and Tym. Well, more gold ; — What then ?— 
Believe't, that we'll do any thing for gold. 

Tim. Confumptions fow 
In hollow bones of man 5 ftrike their (harp (hins, 
And mar men's fpurring. Crack the lawyer's voice, 
That he may never more falfe title plead, 
Nor found his quillets fhrilly : hoar the flamen, 
That fcolds againft the quality of flefh, 
And not believes himfelf : down with the nofe, 
Down with it flat 5 take the bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to forefee, 

I SmelLs 
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Smells from the general weal s make curTd-pate ruffians 

bald; 
And let the unfcarr'd braggarts of the war 
Derive fome pain from you : Plague all j 
That your a&ivity may defeat and quell 
The fource of ail ere&ion. — There's more gold :— 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you, 
And ditches grave you all ! 

Pbr. amd Tjm. More counfel, with more money, boun- 
teous Timon. 

Tim. More whore, more mifchief firft; I have given 
you earneft. 

Alcib. Strike up the drum towards Athens. Farewell, 
Timon ; 
If I thrive well, I'll vifit thee again. 

Tim. If I hope well, I'll never fee thee more. 

Alcib. I never did thee harm. 

Tim. Yes, thou fpoke'ft well of me. 

Alcib. Call'ft thou that harm ? 

Tim. Men daily find it fuch. Get thee away, 
And take tby beagles with thee. 

Alcib. We but offend him.— 

Strike. 

[Drum beats. Exeunt Alcibiades, Phrykia, and 
Tymandra. 

Ttm. That nature, being tick of man's unkindnefs, 
Should yet be hungry '.—Common mother, thou, [Digging. 
Whofe womb unmeafurable, and infinite breaft, 
Teems, and feeds all 5 whofe felf-fame mettle, 
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is pufPd, 
Engenders tlie black toad, and adder blue, 
The gilded newt, and eyelefs venotn'd worm, 
With all the abhorred births below crifp heaven 
Whereon Hyperion's quickening fire doth Ihine ; 

9 ' Yield 
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Yield him, who all thy human fons doth hate, 
From forth thy plenteous bofom, one poor root ! 
Enfear thy fertile and conceptions womb, 
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man ! 
Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears 5 
Teem with new monfters, whom thy upward face 
Hath to the marbled manfion all above 
Never prefented !— O, a root ! — Dear thanks ! 
"Dry up "thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn leas j 
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquorifli draughts, 
And morfels un&uous, greafes his pure mind, 
That from it all confideration flips ! 

Enter Apemantu^. 

More man ? Plague ! plague ! 

Apem. I was directed hither : Men report, 
Thou doft affect my manners, and doft ufe them. 

Tim. *Tis then, becaufe thou doft not keep a dog 
Whom I would imitate : Confumption catch thee ! 

Apem. This is in thee a nature but affetted j 
A poor unmanly melancholy, fprung 
From change of fortune. Why this fpade ? this place ? 
This flave-like habit > and thefe looks of care ? 
Thy flatterers yet wear filk, drink wine, lie foft j 
Hug their difeas'd perfumes, and have forgot 
That ever Timon was. Shame not thefe woods, 
By putting on the cunning of a carper. 
Be thou a flatterer now, and feek to thrive 
By that which has undone thee : hinge thy knee, 
And let his very breath, whom thou" It obferve, 
Blow off thy cap 5 praife his moii vicious ftrain* 
And call it excellent : Thou waft told thus 5 
Thou gay'ft thine ears, like tapfters, that bid welcome, 

To 
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To knaves, and all approaches : *Tis rooft juft, 
That thou turn rafcal j had 'ft thou wealth again, 
Rafcals (hould hav't. Do not aflume my likenefs. 

Tim. Were I like thee, I'd throw away myfelf. 

Apem. Thou haft caft away thyfelf, being like thyfelf j 
A madman fo long, now a fool : What, tbink'ft 
That the bleak air, thy boifterous chamberlain, 
Will put thy (hirt on warm ? Will thefe mofs'd trees, 
That have outliv'd the eagle, page thy heels, 
And (kip when thou point'ft out ? will the cold brook, 
Candied with ice, caudle thy morning tafte, 
To cure thy o'er-night's furfeit ? call the creatures,— 
Whofe naked natures live in all the fpite 
Of wreakful heaven j whole bare unhoufed trunks, 
To the conflicting elements exposed, 
Anfwer mere nature, — bid them flatter thee j 
O ! thou (halt find 

Tim. A fool of thee : Depart. 

Apem. I love thee better now than e'er I did. 

Tim. I hate thee worfe. 

Ape m. Why ? 

Tim. Thou flatter'ft mifery. 

A pern. I flatter not ; but fay, thou art a caitiff, 

Tim. Why doft thou feek me out ? 

Apem. To vex thee. 

Tim. Always a villain's office, or a fool's. 
Doit pleafe thyfelf in't ? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. What ! a knave too ? 

Apem. If thou didft put this four-cold habit on 
To caftigate thy pride, 'twere well : but thou 
Doft it enforcedly 5 thou'dft courtier be again, 
Wert thou not beggar. Willing mifery 
Outlives incertain pomp, is crown'd before: 

The 
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The one is filling ftill, never complete 5 

The other, at high wilh : Beft ftate, contentlefs, 

Hath a diffracted and moft wretched being, . 

Worfe than the worft, content. 

Thou ihould'ft defire to die, being miferable. 

Tim. Not by his breath, that is more miferable* 
Thou art a flave, whom Fortune's tender arm 
With favour never clafp'd 5 but bred a dog, 
Hadft thou, like us, from our firft fwath, proceeded 
The fweet degrees that this brief world affords 
To fuch as may the paflive drugs of it 
Freely command, thou would' ft have plung'd thyfelf 
In general riot ; melted down thy youth 
In different beds of luft ; and never leanTd 
The icy precepts of refpedt, but follow'd 
The fugar'd game before thee. But myfelf, 
Who had the world as my confectionary j 
The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men 
At duty, more than I could frame employment \ 
That numberlefs upon me ftuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak, have with one winter's brufh 
Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare 
For every ftorm that blows j — I, to bear this, 
That never knew but better, is fome burden : 
Thy nature did commence in fufferance, time 
Hath made thee hard in't. Why (hould'ft thou hate men ? 
They never flatter'd thee : What haft thou given ? 
If thou wilt curfe, — thy father, that poor rag, 
Muft be thy fubjeft j who in fpite, put ftuff 
To fome lhe beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor rogue hereditary. Hence \ % be gone !~ 
If thou hadft not been born the worft of men, 
Thou hadft been a knave, and flatterer. 

Apcm. Art thou proud yet ? 

Tim. 
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Tim. Ay, that I am not thee. 

Apem. I, that I was 

No prodigal. 

Tim. I, that I am one now : 

Were all the wealth I have, (hut op in thee, 
I'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone.— 
That the whole life of Athens were in this ! 
Thus would I eat it. [Eating a root. 

Apem. Here; I will mend thy feaft. 

[Offering bim Jbmeibing. 

Tim. Firft mend my company, take away thyfelf. 

Apem. So I (hall mend mine own, by the lack of thine. 

Tim. *Tis not well mended fb, it is but botched ; 
If not, I would it were. 

Apem. What would'ft thou have to Athens. 

Ttm. Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou wilt, 
Tell them there I have gold ; look, fo I have. 

Apem. Here is no ufe for gold. 

Ttm. The beft and trueft : 

For here it deeps, and does no hired harm. 

Apem. Where ly*ft o'nights, Timon > 

Tim. Under that's above me. 

Where feed'ft thou q'days, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Where my flomach finds meat 5 or rather, where 
I eat it. 

Ttm. 'Would poifon were obedient, and knew my 
mind ! 

Apem. Where would'ft thou fend it ? 

Tim. To fauce thy diihes. 

Apem. The middle of humanity thou never kneweft, 
but the extremity of both ends : When thou waft in thy 
gilt, and thy perfume, they mock'd thee for too much 
curiofity ; in thy rags thou knoweft none, but art defpifed 
for the contrary. There's a medlar for thee, eat it. 

Ttm, 
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Tim. On What I hate, I feed not. 

Apem. Doll hate a medlar ? 

Tim. Ay, though it look like thee. 

Apem. An thou hadft hated medlars fooner, thou 
fliould'ft have loved tbyfelf better now. What man didft 
thou ever know unthrift, that was beloved after his 
means ? 

Tim. Who, without thofe means thou talk'ft of, didft 
thou ever know beloved ? 

Apem. Myfelf. 

Tim. I underftand thee; thou hadft fome means to 
keep a dog. 

Aprm. What things in the world cartft thou neareft 
compare to thy flatterers ? 

Tim. Women neareft ; but men, men are the things 
therafelves. What would'ft thou do with the world, 
Apemantus, if it lay in thy power ? 

Apem. Give it the beafts, to be rid of the men. 

Tim. Would'ft thou have thyfelf fall in the confuiion 
of men, and remain a beaft with the beafts ? 

Apem. Ay, Timon. 

Tim. A beaftly ambition, which the gods grant thee to 
attain to ! If thou wert the lion, the fox would beguile 
thee s if thou wert the lamb, the fox would eat thee : if 
thou wert the fox, the lion would fufpeft thee, when, per* 
adventure, thou wert accus'd by the afs : if thou wert 
the afs, thy dulnefs would torment thee 5 and ftill thou 
livedft but as a breakfaft to the wolf : if thou wert the 
wolf, thy greedinefs would afflict thee, and oft thou 
fhouldft hazard thy life for thy dinner 1 wert thou the 
unicorn, pride and wrath would confound thee, and 
make thine own felf the conqueft of thy fury : wert thou 
a bear, thou would'ft be kill'd by the horfe j wert thou a 
horfe, thou would'ft be feiz'd by the leopard j wert thou 
F a leopard, 
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a leopard, thou wcrt gennan to tbe Horn, and die fpots of 
thy kindred were joron on thy life ; all thy iafety were 
remotion j and thy defence, abJence. What beaft coohTft 
thorn be, that were not fobjed Co a beaft ? and what a 
beaft art thou already, that feeft not thy loft in transfor- 
mation? 

Apem. If thou coulcTft pleafe rae with fpeaking to mc, 
thou rnight'ft hare hit upon it here : The commonwealth 
of Athens is become a foreft of beafts. 

Tim. How has the afs broke the wall, that thou art out 
of the city ? 

Apem. Yonder comes a poet, and a painter : The plague 
of company light upon thee F I will fear to catch it, and 
give way ; When I know not what elfe to do, 1*11 fee thee 
again. 

Tim. When there b nothing living but thee, thou (bait 
be welcome. I had rather be a beggar's dog, than Ape- 
mantus. 

Apem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive. 

Tim. 'Would thou wert clean enough to fpit upon. 

Apem. A plague on thee, thou art too bad to curie. 

Tim. All villains, that do (land by thee, are pure. 

Apem. There is no leprofy, but what thou fpeak'ft. 

Tim. If I name thee.; — 
I'll beat thee, — but I mould infeft my hands. 

Apem. I would, my tongue could rot them off! 

Tim. Away, thou iffue of a mangy dog ! 
Choler does kill me, that thou art alive 5 
I fwoon to fee thee. 

Apem. 'Would thou would'ft burft ! 

Tim. Away, 

Thou tedious rogue ! I am forry, I (hall lofe 
A done by thee. [Throws aftone at bint. 

Apem. Beaft! 

Tm. 
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Tim. Slave ! 

Apem. Toad ! 

'Tim. Rogue, rogue, rogue ! 

[ApemaNTUs retreats back-word, as going. 
I am fick of this falfe world j and will love nought 
But even the mere neceffities Upon it. 
Then, Timon, prefently prepare thy grave 5 
Lie where the light foam of the fea may beat 
Thy grave-done daily : make thine epitaph, 
That death in me at others' lives may laugh. 
O thou fweet king-killer, and dear divorce 

[Looking on the gild. 
'Twixt natural fon and fire ! thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen's pureft bed 1 thou valiant Mars ! 
Thou ever young, frefh, lov'd, and delicate wooer, 
Whofe blufli doth thaw the confecrated fnow 
That lies on Dian's lap ! thou tifible god, 
That folder'ft clofe impoflibilities, 
And mak'ft them kifs ! that fpeak'ft with every tongue, 
To every purpofe ! O thou touch of hearts ! 
Think, thy flave man rebels 5 and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that bealto 
May have the world in empire ! 

Apem. 'Would 'twere fo 5— 

But not till I am dead !— I'll fay thou haft gold - 
Thou wilt be throng'd to mortly. 

Ttm. Throng'd to ? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. Thy back, I pr'ythee. 

Apem. Live, and love thy mifery ! 

Ttm. Long live fo, and fo die ! — I am quit. — 

[Exit Apemahtus. 
More things like men ?— Eat, Timon, and abhor them. 

Fa EnUr 
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Enter Thieves. 

i Thief. Where mould he have this gold ? It is fome 
poor fragment, fome (lender ort of his remainder ; The 
mere want of gold, and the falling- from of his friends,, 
drove him into this melancholy. 

% Thief. It is nois'd, he hath a mafs of treafure. 

3 Thief Let us make the aflay upon him j if he care not 
for't, he will fupply us cafily \ If he covetoufly rcferve it, 
how (hairs get it ? 
:% Thief True $ for he bears it not about him, 'tis hid. 

i Thief Is not this he ? 

Thieves. Where ? 

a Thief 'Tis his delcription* 

3 Thief He ; I know him. 

Thieves. Save thee, Timon. 

Tim. Now, thieves ? 

Thieves. Soldiers, not thieves. 

Tim. Both too ; and women's fons. 

Thieves. We are not thieves, but men that much do 
want. 

Tim. Your greateft want is, you want much of meat. 
Why mould you want ? Behold, the earth hath roots \ 
Within this mile break forth a hundred fprings : 
The oaks bear maft, the briars fcarlet hips ; 
The bounteous houfewife, nature, on each buih 
Lays her full mefs before you. Want ? why want ? 

i Thief We cannot live on grafs, on berries, water, . 
As beafts, and birds, and fifties. 

Tim. Nor on the beafts themfelves, the birds, and fifties j 
You muft eat men. Yet thanks I muft you con, 
That you are. thieves profefs'd 5 that you work not 
In holier ftiapcs : for there is boundlefs theft 

In 
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In limited profeflions. Rafcal thieves, 

Here's gold : Go, fuck the fubtle blood of the grape, 

Till the high fever feeth your blood to froth, 

And fo 'fcape hanging : truft not the phyfician 5 

His antidotes are poifon, and he (lays • 

More than you rob : take wealth and lives together 5 

Do villainy, do, fmce you profefs to do't, 

Like workmen. I'll example you with thievery s 

The fun's a thief, and with his great attraction 

Robs the vail fea : the moon's an arrant thief, 

And her pale fire (he matches from the fun : 

The fea's a*thief, whofe liquid furge refolves 

The moon into fait tears : the earth's a thief, 

That feeds and breeds by a compofture ftolen 

From general excrement : each thing's a thief 5 

The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 

Have unchecked theft. Love not yourfelves 5 away j 

Rob one another. There's more gold : Cut throats 5 

All that you meet are thieves : To Athens, go, 

Break open fhops 5 nothing can you ileal, • 

But thieves do lofe it : Steal not lefs, for this 

I give you 5 and gold confound you howfoeyer ! 

A men. [Timon retires to his cave. 

3 Thief. He has almoft charm'd me from my profeflion, 
by •perfuading me to it. 

1 Thief. 'Tis in the malice of mankind, that he thus 
advifes us j not to have us thrive in our myftery. • 

1 Thief I'll believe him as an enemy, and give over my 
trade. 

t Thief Let us firft fee peace in Athens * There is no 
time fo miferable, but a man may be true. 

[Exeunt Thieves. 



F 3 inter 
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Enter Flaviui, 

Flaw. O you gods! 
£s yon defpis'd and ruinous nun my lord ? 
Full of decay and failing ? O monument 
And wonder of good deeds evilly beftow'd ! 
What an alteration of honour has 
Defperate want made ! 

What viler thing upon the earth* than friends, 
Who can bring nobJeft minds to bafeft ends ! 
How rarely does it meet with this time's guife, 
When man was whVd to love his enemies : 
Grant, I may ever love, and rather woo 
Thofe that would mifchief me, than thofe that do! 
He has caught me io his eye : I will prefent 
My honeft grief unto him ; and, as my lord, 
Still ferve him with my life.— My deareft matter ! 

Timon comes forward from bis cave. 

Tim. Away! what art thou? 

FUv. Have you forgot me, fir ? 

Tim. Why doft a<k that? I have forgot all men { 
Then, if thou gramVft thou'rt man, I have forgot thee. 

Flav. An honeft poor fervant of yours. 

Ttm. Then 

I know thee not : I ne'er had honeft man 
About me, I $ all that I kept were knaves, 
To ferve in meat to villains. 

Flaw. The gods are witnefs 

Ne'er did poor fteward wear a truer grief 
For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you. 

Tim. 
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Tim. What, doft thou weep?— Come nearer $— then I 
love thee, 
Becaufe thou art a woman, and difclainVft 
Flinty mankind ; whofe eyes do never give, 
But thorough luft, and laughter* Pity's fleepmg : 
Strange times, that weep with laughing, not with weeping \ 

Flaw. I beg of you to know me, good my lord, 
To accept my grief, and, whilft this poor wealth laftt, 
To entertain me as your fteward ftill. 

Tim. Had I a fteward fo true, fo juft, and now 
So comfortable ? It almoft turns 
My dangerous nature wild. Let me behold 
Thy face. — Surely, this man was born of woman.— 
Forgive my general and exceptlefs rafhnefs, 
Perpetual -fober gods ! I do proclaim 
One honeft man, — miftake me not, — but one j 
No more, I pray,— and he is a fteward. — 
How fain would I have hated all mankind, 
And thou redeem' ft thyfelf : But all, favethee, 
I fell with curies. 

Methinks, thou art more honeft now, than wife j 
For, by opprefllng and betraying me, 
Thou might'ft have fooner got another fervice : 
For many fo arrive at fecond matters, 
Upon their firft lord's neck. But tell me true, 
(For I muft ever doubt, though ne'er fo fure,) 
Is not thy kindnefs fubtle, covetous, 
If not a ufuring kindnefs $ and as rich men deal gifts, 
Ex petting in return twenty for one ? 

Flaw. No, my moft worthy matter, in whofe breaft 
Doubt and fufpeft, alas, are plac'd too late : 
You mould have fear'd falfe times, when you did feaft : 
Sufpe& ftill comes where an eftate is leaft. 

F+ That 
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.That which I (how, heaven knows, is merely love, 

Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind, 

Care of your food and living : and, believe it* 

My moft hoDour'd lord, 

For any benefit that points to me, 

Either in hope, or prefent, I'd exchange 

For this one wifh, That you had power and wealth 

To requite me, by making rich yourielf . 

Tim. Look thee, 'tis fo ! — Thoa fingly honeft man, 
Here, take: the gods out of my mifery 
Have fent thee treafure. Go, live rich, and happy : 
But thus conditioned i Thou (halt build from men 5 
Hate all, curfe all : (how charity to none ; 
But let the famhVd fleih Aide from the bone, 
Ere thou relieve the beggar : give to dogs 
What thou deny'ft to men ; let prifons fwallow them, 
Debts wither them : Be men like blafted woods, 
And may difeafes lick up their falfe bloods I 
And fo, farewell, and thrive. 

Flav. O, let me ftay, 

And comfort you, my matter. 

Tim. If thou hat'ft 

Curies, flay not ; fly, whilft thou'rt blefs'd and free : 
Ne'er fee thou man, and let me ne'er fee thee. 

[Exeunt fewrattj. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
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ttefame. Before Timon's Cave* 
Enter Poet and Painter j Tim on behind, unfeen. 

Pain. As I took note of the place, it cannot be far 
where be abides. 

Poet. What's to be thought of him ? Does the rumour 
hold for true, tbat he is fo full of gold ? 

Pain. Certain : Alcibiades reports it : Phrynia and Ty- 
rnandra had gold of him : he likewife enrich'd poor ftrag- 
gling foldiers with great quantity : 'Tis laid, he gave unto 
his fteward a mighty fum. 

Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but a try for 
his friends. 

Pain. Nothing elfe : you (hall fee him a palm in Athens 
again, and flourUh with the higheft. Therefore it is not 
amifs, we tender our loves to him, in this fuppofcd dif- 
trefo of his : it will fhow horteftly in us ; and is very like- 
ly to load our purpofes with what they travel for, if it be 
a juft and true report that goes of his having. 

Poet. What have you now to prefent unto him ? 
. Pain. Nothing at this time but my vifitation : only I 
will promife him an excellent piece. 

Poet. I muft ferve him fo too ; tell him of an intent 
that's coming toward him. 

Pain. Good as the beft. Promifing is the very air o* 
the time : it opens the eyes of expectation : perform- 
ance is ever the duller for his act; and, but in the plainer 
and (impler kind of people, the deed of faying is quite 
out of ufe. To promiie is molt courtly and fafbion- 

ablei 
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able : performance is a kind of will, or teftament, which, 
argues a great ficknefs in his judgement that makes it. 

Tim. Excellent workman ! Thou canft not paint a man 
fo bad as is thyfelf. 

Poet. I am thinking, what I (hall fey I have provid- 
ed for him : It muft be a perfonating of himfelf : a fa- 
tire againft the foftnefs of profpcrity 5 with a difcowy of 
the infinite flatteries, that follow youth and opulency. 

Tim. Muft thou needs ftand for a villain in thine own 
work ? Wilt thou whip thine own faults in other men? 
Do fo, I have gold for thee* 

Poet. Nay, let's feck him : 
Then do we fin againft our own eftate, 
When we may profit meet, and come too late. 

Pain* Truei 
When the day ferves, before black-corner'd night, 
Find what thou want'ft by free and offered light. 
Come. 

Tim. I'll meet you at the turn. What a god's gold, 
That he is worfhipp'd in a bafer temple, 
Than where fwine feed ! 

'Tis thou that rigg'ft the bark, and plough' ft the foam 3 
Settled admired reverence in a flave : 
To thee be worfhip ! and thy faints for aye 
Be crown 'd with plagues, that thee alone obey ! 
-'Fit I do meet them. [Advancing. 

Poet. Hail, worthy Timon ! 

Pain. Our late noble matter. 

Tim. Have I once liv'd to fee two honeft men ? 

Poet. Sir, 
Having often of your open bounty tailed, 
Hearing you were retired, your friends fell'n off, 
Whofe thanklefs natures— O abhorred fpirits 1 
Not all the whips of heaven are large enough— 

What! 
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What? to you! 

Whofe ftar-like noblenefs gave life and influence 

To their whole being! I'm rapt, and cannot cover 

The monftrous bulk of this ingratitude 

With any fize of words. 

Tim. Let it go naked, men may fee't the better: 
You, that are honeft, by being what you are, 
Make them beft feen, and known. 

Pain. He, and myfelf, 

Have travell'd in the great ihower of your gifts, 
And fweetly felt it. 

Tim. Ay, you are honeft men. 

Pain. We are hither come to offer you our fervice. 

Tim. Moft honeft men! Why, how mail I requite you? 
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water ? no. 

Both. What we can do, we'll do, to do you fervice. 

Tim. You are honeft men : You have heard that I have 
gold} 
I am fure, you have : fpeak truth : you are honeft men. 

Pain. So it is faid, my noble lord : but therefore 
Came not my friend, nor I. 

Ttm. Good honeft men : — Thou draw'ft a counterfeit 
Beft in all Athens t thou art, indeed, the beft j 
Thou counterfeits moft lively. 

Pain. So, fo, my lord. 

Tim. Even fo f fir, as I fay : — And, for thy fiction, 

[To the Poet. 
Why, thy verfe fwells with ftuff fo fine and finooth, 
That thou art even natural in thine art.— 
But, for all this, my honeft-natur'd friends, • 

I muft needs fay, you have a little fault ; 
Marry, 'tis not monftrous in you j neither with I, 
You take much pains to mend. 

s Both: 
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Both. Befeech your honour, 

To make it known to us. 

'Tim. You'll take it ill. 

Botb. Mod thankfully, ray lord. 

Tim. Will you, indeed ? 

Both. Doubt it not, worthy lord. 

Tim. There's ne'er a one of you but trulls a knave, 
That mightily deceives you. 

Botb. Do we, my lord ? 

Tim. Ay, and you hear him cog, fee him duTemble, 
Know his grofs patchery, love him, feed him, 
Keep in your bofom: yet remain aiTnr'd, 
That he's a made-up villain* 

Pat ». I know none fuch, my lord. 

Poet. Nor I. 

Tim. Look you, I love you well ; I'll give you gold, 
Kid me thefe villains from your companies : 
Hang them, or ftab them, drown them in a draught, 
Confound them by fome courfe, and come to me, 
I'll give you gold enough. 

Botb. Name them, my lord, let's know them. 

Tim. You tbat way, and you this, but two in com- 
pany: — 
Each man apart, all tingle and alone, 
Yet an arch-villain keeps him company. 
If, where thou art, two villains (hall not be, 

[To *A* Painter. 
Come not near him. — If thou would'ft not refide 

[To the Poet. 
But where one villain is, then him abandon. — 
Hence! pack ! there's gold, ye came for gold, ye flaves : 
You have done work for me, there's payment : Hence I 
You are an alchymift, make gold of that : — 
Out, rafcal dogs ! [Exit, beating and driving tbem out. 

SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
The fame. 

Enter Flavius, and two Senators* 

Flaw. It is in vain that you would fpeak with Timon $ 
For he is fet fo only to hirnfelf, 
That nothing, but himfelf, which looks like man, 
Is friendly with him. 

i Sen. Bring us to his cave : 

It is our part, and promife to the Athenians, 
To fpeak with Timon. 

a Sen. At all times alike 

Men are not ftill the fame: 'Twas time, and griefs, 
That franVd him thus : time with bis fairer hand, 
Offering the fortunes of his former days, 
The former man may make him : Bring us to him, 
And chance it as it may. 

Flaw. Here is his cave. — 

Peace and content be here ! Lord Timon ! Timon ! 
Look out, and fpeak to friends : The Athenians, 
By two of their moft reverend fenate, greet thee : 
Speak to them, noble Timon. 

Enter Timon. 

Tim, Thou fun, that comfort'ft, burn ! — Speak, and be 
hang'd : 
For each true word, a blifter ! and each falfe 

.3 »« 
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Be as a cauterizing to the root o* the tongue, 
Containing it with fpeaking! 

i Sen. Worthy Timon, — 

Tim. Of none but fuch as you, and you of Timon. 

% Sen. The (enators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 

Tim. I thank them; and would (end them back the 
plague, 
Could I but catch it for them. 
' i Sen. O, forget 

What we are forry for ourielves in thee. 
The fenators, with one confent of love, 
Entreat thee back to Athens j who have thought 
On fpecial dignities, which vacant lie 
For thy bed ufe and wearing. 

a Sen . They confefs, 

Toward thee, forgetfulnefs too general, grofs : 
Which now the publick body, — which doth feldom 
Play the recanter, — feeling in itfelf 
A lack of Timon's aid, hath fenfe withal 
Of its own fall, reftraining aid to Timon ; 
And fend forth us, to make their forrowed render, 
Together with a recompenfe more fruitful 
Than their offence can weigh down by the dram 5 
Ay, even fuch heaps and fums of love and wealth, 
As (hall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs, 
And write in thee the figures of their love, 
Ever to read them thine. 

Tim. You witch me in it \ 

Surprize me to the very brink of tears : 
Lend me a fool's heart, and a woman's eyes, 
And I'll be weep thefe comforts, worthy (enators. 

x Sen. Therefore fo pleafe thee to return with us, 
And of our Athens (thine, and ours) to take 

The 
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The captainihip, thou (halt be met with thanks, 
Allow'd with abfolute power, and thy good name 
Live with authority : — fo foon we mall drive back 
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild ; 
Who, like a boar too (avage, doth root up 
His country's peace. 

% Sen. And (hakes his threat'ning fword 

Againft the walls of Athens. 

i Sett. Therefore, Timon, — 

Tm. Well, fir, I will; therefore I will, fir* Thus,— 
If Alcibiades kill my countrymen, 
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 
That — Timon cares not. But if he fack fair Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by the beards, 
Giving our holy virgins to the (lain 
Of contumelious, beaftly, mad - brai n'd war 5 
Then let him know, — and, tell him, Timon /peaks it, 
In pity of our aged, and our youth, 
I cannot choofe but tell him, that — I care not, 
And let him tak't at word: ; for their knives care not, 
While you have throats to anfwer : for myfelf, 
There's not a whittle in the unruly camp, 
But I do prize it at my love, before 
The reverend'ft throat in Athens. So I leave yott 
To the protection of the profperous gods, 
As thieves to keepers. 

Flaw. Stay not, all's in vain. 

Tim. Why, I was writing of my epitaph, 
It will be feen to-morrow ; My long (icknefe 
Of health, and living, now begins to mend, 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live ft ill j 
Be Alcibiades your plague, you his, 
And laft fo long enough ! 

i Sen. We fpeak in vain. 

Tm. 
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Tim. But yet I love my country ; and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wreck, 
As common bruit doth put it* 

x Sen. That's well fpoke. 

Tim. Commend me to my loving countrymen, — 

i Sen. Thefe words become your lips as they pafs 
through them. 

* Sen. And enter in our ears, like great triumphers 
In their applauding gates. 

Tim. Commend me to them ; 

And tell them, that, to eafe them of their griefs, 
Their fears of hoftile ftxokes, their aches, lofles, 
Their pangs of love, with other incident throes 
That nature's fragile veflel doth fuftain 
In life's uncertain voyage, I will fome kindnefs do them i 
I'll teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades' wrath. 

% Sen. I like this well, he will return again. 

Tim. I have a tree, which grows here in my elofe, 
That mine own ufe invites me to cut down, 
And fhortly muft I fell it ; Tell my friends* 
Tell Athens, in the fequence of degree, 
From high to low throughout, that whofo pleafe 
To Hop affliction, let him take his hade, 
Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe, 
And hang himfelf : — I pray you, do my greeting. 

Flaw. Trouble him no further, thus you ft ill mall find 
him. 

Tim. Come not to me again : but fay to Athens, 
Timon hath made his everlafting manfion 
Upon the beached verge of the fait flood ; 
Which once a day with his embofled froth 
The turbulent furge (hall cover; thither come*, 
And let my grave-ftone be your oracle. — 
Lips, let four words go by, and language end : 

What 
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What is amifs, plague and infe&ion mend ! 
Graves only be men's works 5 and death their gain ! 
Sun, hide thy beams ! Timon hath done his reign. 

[Exit Timon. 

x Sen. His difcontents are unremoveably 
Coupled to nature. 

2 Sen. Our hope in him is dead : let us return, 
And drain what other means is left unto us 
In our dear peril. 

z Sen, It requires fwift foot. [Exeunt. 



SCENE HI. 
rhe Walls of Athens. 

Enter two Senators, and a MefTenger. 

i Sen. Thou haft painfully difcover'd 5 are his filet 
As full as thy report ? 

Mejf. I have fpoke the leaft ; 

Betides his expedition promifes 
Pre fen t approach. 

2. Sen. We ftand much hazard, if they bring not Ti- 
mon. 

Mejf. I met a courier, one mine ancient friend ;— 
Whom, though in general part we were oppos'd, 
Yet our old love made a particular force, 
And made us fpeak like friends: — this man was riding 
From Alcibiades to Timon's cave, 
With letters of entreaty, which imported 
His fellowthip i* the caufe againft your city, 
In part for his fake mov'd. 

G Enter 
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Enter Senators from Timon. 

t Sen. Here come our brothers. 

* Sett. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expeft. — 
The enemies* drum is heard, and fearful fanning 
Doth choke the air with duft : In, and prepare ; 
Ours is the fall, I fear, our foes the (hare. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. 

Tie Woods. Timon's Cave, and a tomb-ftone feen. 

Enter a Soldier, feeking Timon. 

Sol. By all defcription this mould be the place. 
Who's here ? fpeak, ho ! — No anfwer ? — What is this ? 
Timon is dead, who hath out-ilretch'd his fpan : 
Some bead rear'd this 5 there does not live a man. 
Dead, fure; and this his grave. — 
What's on this tomb I cannot read 5 the character 
Til take with wax : 
Our captain hath in every figure (kill ; 
t An aged interpreter, though young in days : 
Before proud Athens he's fet down by this, 
Wliofe fall the mark of his ambition is. [Exit. 



SCENE 
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SCENE V. 
Before the Walls of Athens. 

"Trumpets found. Enter Alcibiades, and Forces. 

Alcib. Sound to this coward and lafcivious town 
O ur terrible approach . [A parley founded. 

Enter Senators on the Walls. 

Till now you have gone on, and fiird the time 
With all licentious meafure, making your wills 
The fcope of juftice ; till now, myfelf, and fuch 
As (lept within the fhadow of your power, 
Have wander'd with our travers'd arms, and breath'd 
Our fufferance vainly : Now the time is flufli, 
When crouching marrow, in the bearer ftrong, 
Cries, of itfelf, No more : now breathlefs wrong 
Shall (it and pant in your great chairs of eafe ; 
And purfy infolence mall break his wind, 
With fear, and horrid flight. 

i Sen. Noble, and young, 

When thy firft griefs were but a mere conceit. 
Ere thou hadft power, or we had caufe of fear, 
We fent to thee ; to give thy rages balm, 
To wipe out our ingratitude with loves 
Above their quantity. 

t Sen. So did we woo 

Transformed Timon to our city's love, 
By humble menage, and by promis'd means ; 
We were not all unkind, nor all deferve 
The common ftroke of war. 

G % i Sen. 
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i Sen. Thefe walls of ours 

Were not erecled by their hands, from whom 
You have received your griefs : nor are they fuch, 
That thefe great towers, trophies, and fchools fhould fall 
For private faults in them. 

% Sen. Nor are they living. 

Who were the motives that you firft went out j 
Shame, that they wanted cunning, in excefs 
Hath broke their hearts. March, noble lord. 
Into our city with thy banners fpread : 
By decimation, and a tithed death, 
(If thy revenges hunger for that food, 
Which nature loaths,) take thou the deftin'd tenth) 
And by the hazard of the fpotted die, 
Let die the fpotted. 

1 Sen. All have not offended 5 
For thofe that were, it is not fquare, to take, 
On thofe that are, revenges : crimes, like lands, 
Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman, 
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage : 
Spare thy Athenian cradle, and thofe kin, 
Which, in the blufter of thy wrath, muft fall 
With thofe that have offended : like a fhepherd, 
Approach the fold, and cull the infe&ed forth, 
But kill not all together. 

2 Sen. What thou wilt, 
Thou rather (halt enforce it with thy fmile, 
Than hew to't with thy fword. 

i Sen. Set but thy foof: 

Againft our rampir'd gates, and they fliall opej 
So thou wilt fend tby gentle heart before, 
To fay, thou'lt enter friendly. 

a Sen. Throw thy glove, 

Or any token of thine honour elfe, 

That 
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That thou wilt ufe the wars as thy redrefs, 
And not as our confulion, all thy powers 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we 
Have feal'd thy full defire. 

Alcib. Then there's my glove 3 

Defcend and open your uncharged ports : 
Thofe enemies of Timon's, and mine own. 
Whom you yourfelves matt fet out for reproof, 
Fall, and no more: and, — to atone your fears 
With my more noble meaning, — not a man 
Shall pafs his quarter, or offend the ftreara 
Of regular juftice in your city's bounds, 
But (hall be remedied, to your public laws 
At heavieft anfwer. 

Both. Tis mod nobly fpoken. 

Alcib, Defcend, and keep your words. 

The Senators defcend, and open the gates. 

Enter a Soldier. 

Sol. My noble general, Timon is dead j 
Entomb'd upon the very hem o'the fea : 
And, on his grave-ftone, this infculpture j which 
With wax I brought away; whofe foft impreifion 
Interprets for my poor ignorance. 

Alcib. [Reads.] Here lies a wretched corfe, of wretched 
foul bereft : 
Seek not my name: A plague confume you wicked caitiffs 

left! 
Here lie I Timon 5 nvho, alive, all living men did hate : 
Pafs by, and curfe thy fill \ but pafs, and flay not here thy 

gait. 
Thefe well exprefs in thee thy latter fpirits : 
Though thou abhorr'dft in us our human griefs, 

9 SconTdft 
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Scorn'dft our brain's flow, and thofe our droplets which 

From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit 

Taught thee to make vaft Neptune weep for aye 

On thy low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead 

Is noble Timon; of whole memory 

Hereafter morc.-^Bring me into your city, 

And I will ufe the olive with my fword : 

Make war breed peace j make peace (tint war ; make each 

Prefcribe to other, as each other's leech.— 

Let our drums ftrike. [Exeunt. 
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